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r GOOD LORD. .
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CAN'T ^
THEY SEE I'M AL/VE...NOT
A WAX DUMMY? I'M FLESH AND
BLOOD... PLEASE SOMEONE, ^^ HELPME... .Jl

.. .AND HERE WE SEE THE STRETCH-RACK, ONE
OF THE MOST DIABOLICAL INSTRUMENTS OF ^
MEDIEVAL TORTURE EVER
CONCEIVED' WATCH THE Ml 'W.M BB
ACTION OF THE RACK
UPON THE WAX DUMMY lflf * V VI Si;
WHEN I PUT THIS —fe 1 /TjWML H

MECHANICAL DISPLAY BM\
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Ah. WE MEET AGAIN, DEAR READER.' HEH.HEH, HE H. ..WELCOME...WELCOME ONCE MORE TO THE VAULT OF
HORROR' THIS TIME I HAVE BROUGHT OUT A SPECIAL STORY FOR YOU THAT WILL CHILL THE BLOOD IN YOUR
VEINS. ..AND PERHAPS MAKE YOU STOP AND WONDER A MOMENT WHEN NEXT YOU MEET YOUR BEST



NOW, LET’S SEE
OUR STORY OPENS
IN PARIS IN THE
MIDDLE 1930’S f

IN A SQUALID
DWELLING ON
THE LEFT BANK,
WE FIND TWO
STRUGGLING
YOUNG ARTISTS.





Henry immediately left raris and moved to lonoon.
ALREAOY HIS NAME HAD PRECEEDED HIM AND WITH EVERY

But one day, there came a shocking realization...





THE MONEY DOES
NOT MATTER.

I WILL ACCEPT
YOUR PROPOSAL

r ON TWO -
CONDITIONS' ]

. FIRST... A

I VE FOUND ANOTHER GENIUS* I MIGHT BE ABLE TO
CAPITALIZE ON HIU AS I DIO WITH ROBERT' THE STUPID
PUBLIC WOULD PAY A GREAT DEAL TO SEE SUCH STATUES OF
FAMOUS PEOPLE. YES ? A MUSEUM ? NOW IF VENDETTE

WILL ONLY COOPERATE

.

JULES, I HAVE A PROPOSITION FOR ^
YOU' I WANT TO OPEN A MUSEUM...

*

A MUSEUM THAT WILL HOUSE YOUR
WAX STATUES OF FAMOUS PEOPLE.'
ARE YOU INTERESTED ? I COULD
PAY YOU WELL

,
MY FRIEND ..

.

Henry's museum opened, and art
CRITICS WERE ASTOUNDED BY THE
REALISTIC QUALITY OF THE WAX
FIGURES..

.

HENRY, OLD BOY,
YOU'VE DONE IT

AGAIN.' FIRST,

YOUR ETCHINGS.
AND NOW
THIS.'

YOU'VE SURPASSED
YOURSELF, HENRY.'

IT’S SIMPLY
INCREDIBLE HOW 1

ALL RIGHT, JULES
IT'S A DEAL !

THAT l WILL BE ALLOWED TO
WORK ALONE AND WITHOUT ANY
INTERRUPTIONS ? SECONDLY, THAT
I MAKE MY WAX STATUES ONLY
OF FAMOUS PEOPLE WHO HAVE
DIED? I LIKE TO THINK I AM
GIVING THEM A NEW LIFE...

ONLY OF FAMOUS
PEOPLE WHO HAVE
CUED ? HMM, I THINK

IT WOULD STILL WORK ?

YES? I'M SURE IT WILL ?



Yes, FRIENDS, HENRY MS PROUO f THE FAME OF HIS WAX MUSEUM SPREAD LIKE
WILDFIRE. WHENEVER A FAMOUS PERSONALITY DIED, HIS OR HER WAX REPLICA
WOULD APPEAR IN THE MUSEUM A WEEK OR SO LATER.

REACHED A POINT WHERE IT WAS
CONSIDERED A‘M/$/"FOR ANY NOTE-
ABLE WHO DIED, TO HAVE THEIR FAC-

SIMILE APPEAR .



ANO SO, FIENDS. ER, I MEAN, FRIENDS, THAT ENOS MY
STORY f OH, AH... IN CASE YOU'RE WONDERING ABOUT THAT
VAT OF ACID IT WASN'T' IT WAS SIMPLY WATER'
ROBERT'S ACID- BATH TURNED OUT TO BE NOTHING MORE
THAN A BATH.' LUCKY FOR HIM, OTHERWISE HE WOULD
HAVE BEEN AWFULLY BURNED UP f OH, BY THE WAY, THE
NEXT TIME YOU VISIT A WAX MUSEUM, DON'T LOOK AT
THE PROPRIETOR TOO HARD. .. IT MIGHT BE ROBERT AND
HE M/BHT LOSE FACE f HEH, HEH, HEH' I 'LL SEE YOU IN

THE NEXT ISSUE WHERE I

WILL HAVE ANOTWR TALE
FROM...

THE VAULT OF

If YOU LIKE THE STORIES IN THIS BOOK,WONt YOU WRITE
TO: RUSS COCHRAN, POB 469, WEST PLAINS, MO 65775?



AjmSOf SuspenStory
\r THE VAULT OF

• AH. ..a
SOMEONE
APPROACHES

MOON. MAKING MY
BLOOD BOIL' MAKING
ME ...HUNGRY 'I AM NO
MAN. ..NOT ANYMORE'

. I AM... A BEAST ' ^

My NAME IS WALTER MALLORY. I AM AN ENGLISHMAN, AND UNTIL RECENTLY, THOUGHT MYSELF PERFECTLY

SANE AND NORMAL. AND THEN, WHEN THOSE HORRIBLE CHANGES CAME OVER MY BODY, WHEN MY BLOOD
HUNGERED TO KILL AND RAVEN IN THE FULL OF THE MOON, I BECAME PART OF. .

.

IT BEGAN IN A DEEP, DENSE WOOD, JUST OUTSIDE MALLORY
DENE, CLOSE TO THE MOORS OF DEVON. I WAS NOT MYSELF?
I WAS SOME SHAGGY, HAIRY MONSTER. .



I LEAPED • WEAKLY, HE LOST HIS

BALANCE AND PELL. A GROWL
RUMBLED IN MY CHEST...



My blooo chilled as z read on, unable to tear my
EYES FROM THAT OLD VELLUM...

* TVC FRST MALLORY WEREWOLF WAS EDMUND, WHO HAD
> GONE ON A CRUSADE . WHEN HE RETURNED TO HIS

BARONY, HE WAS CHANGED. AT THE FULL OF THE

went forth from the caetle,

a beast-like tbin£, full of hate
and the lust to Kill/ Hie ‘weird

crieg sent chiUg down the spine*

0/ all who heard...



Witt W^m^^sisaA i’tiA





ThATNIGHT I WENT TO BED WITH A CLEAR CONSCIENCE.
IE T ROAMEO THE MOONLIT MOORS AGAIN, THE POLICE
WOULD SEE ME AND FIRE f BUT AS THE MOONLIGHT GREW
STRONGER AND STRONGER, I FELT MY STRENGTH GROWING,



AgAN I ROAMED THE FOREST. AGAIN A HUMAN FLED
BEFORE ME.' WHAT HAD HAPPENED? WHY HAD THE
POLICE NOT...KILLED ME?

Again i floated up through dimly remembered
HORROR, INTO THE LIGHT OF DAY...

^ HE HAD THESE MANUSCRIPTS PREPARED BY AN
EXPERT TO FOOL YOU. HE HOPED REMORSE WOULD
OVERCOME YOU... WANTED YOU TO KILL YOURSELF'
YOU SEE, YOU STAND TO INHERIT A CONSIDERABLE
FORTUNE.' BY YOUR DEATH, HE WOULD HAVE BECOME

IT WAS A MALEVOLENT PLAN, AND YET A SIMPLE ONEM
IF YOU FAILED TO KILL YOURSELF, HE WAS IN A J

POSITION TO ORDER YOU COMMITTED FOR INSANITY.^
BUT HE HAD TO GET RID OF THOSE BLACKMAILERS...
AND WE CAUGHT HIM LEAVIN6 THE HOUSE LAST
NIGHT... FOLLOWED. ..AND COLLARED HIM. YOU’RE A A
FREE MAN, WALTER MALLORY...



FINGERS OF DEATH!

His fingers relaxed and he felt the body

sliding away from him, toward the floor. The

throat had blue marks as a result of the

strangling! At last he had done it . . . killed

Montrose with his own hands! Now to get

hold of that dazzling gold chain . the price-

less piece he had wanted so much that he

was willing to let it force him to MURDER!
He whirled and faced the window, his

mouth dropping open momentarily. Those

blinding lights! Someone was driving into the

alley, the headlights of the car exploding

against his bloodshot eyes. He had to get out

. they would find the body now in a matter

of moments ... he must get as far away from

the corpse as possible! The gold chain ... it

would have to wait! He'd have to come back

later when no one was around ... he couldn't

risk being caught here, for there was murder

in the balance!

With a screwdriver he was able to pry open

the heavy brass hinges of the mausoleum
door! The door squealed open and he peered

into the darkness beyond for a second before

he slipped into the macabre stone-floored

chamber. The funeral had taken place more

than a week ago . . and he had time in the

interim to sneak back to Montrose's house .

go over it with a fine-toothed comb! But his

search had been to no avail . . . the gold chain

had been nowhere to be found! And then the

truth had struck him . . that immensely valu-

able chain ... it had probably been buried

with Montrose! He would have it in his hands

in a matter of moments just as soon as he

was able to open the coffin, take it from be-

side Montrose's cold cadaver!

It was there in Montrose's folded hands! He

could see its dazzling surface gleaming under

the rays of the small lamp he had placed at

the head of the coffin. Montrose’s hands held it

. and he felt the perspiration forming on his

forehead as he tried to pry it loose from those

unyielding, icy fingers! He wrenched and

pulled but still the fingers held firm! In des-

peration, under the tiny flickering light, he

was able to move the fingers slightly apart,

and slipped the gold chain free! A leer formed

on his face as he bent far forward under the

light to examine the treasure he held at last!

His face brushed against Montrose's skin . . .

and he shuddered! And then he felt those fin-

gers . the ones he had been able to pry

apart . . . beginning to close again in death!

Close inexorably . . close like a steel trap!

With a gasp he tried to wrench free . . . they

were closing tighter . . . tighter . . . around his

own throat! He felt the icy tips digging into

the soft flesh of his throat ... he struggled to

free himself . . tore at the dead hands des-

perately! But there was no resisting those

hands . . . they were retightening in death .

and he was being trapped by the very man
he himself had strangled! A sob escaped from

his lips . he felt a searing sensation in his

lungs as he tried to gulp the air! And then

everything was turning dark like a bulb that

had been burnt out! And he was falling .

falling . . .



NEVER HAD TOM HAWKINS KNOWN SUCH FEAR BEFORE... NEVER HAD DEATH SEEMED SO
TERRIBLY REAL AND CLOSE TO HIM AS IT DID THE NIGHT OF HIS TERRIBLE DREAMf HE HAD
AWAKENED SHAKING WITH UNCONTROLLABLE DREAD OF THIS. .

.

\Aj!2M$ SuspenStory
\r THE VAULT OF

NlNE-THIRTY.IN THE OFFICE OF THE HAWKINS TOURIST
COLONY ON ROUTE 6.

WHAT GIVES, ANYWAY? JUST STARTING THE DAY. .

.

AND HITTING THE BOTTLE ALREADY?

W-WHAT. WHO?
OH... ITfc YOU,
JIM' I THOUGHT
IT MIGHT BE
SOMEONE ELSE f



YOU'RE SHAKING LIKE \ I* I DOWT
A LEAF, TOM ? WHAT \ KNOW,
IS IT? SOME TERRIBLE JIM! I HAW*

ACCIDENT...HAS /THE FEEL-
SOMETHING HAPPENED/ ING THAT
TO YOU ? SPEAK UP'/ SOMETHING



I WAS BUSY ALL DAY, IN THAT STRANGE DREAM OF
MINE... BUT I COULDN'T GET THE THOUGHT OUT OF
MY MIND THAT TRAGEDY WAS CLOSE BY... THAT THE
MAN AND HIS WIFE WERE DOOMED TO SOME HORRIBLE
FATE?

Somehow.,, i

BY SOME STRANGE
POWER THAT CAN
BE EXPLAINED
ONLY BY THE
VERY NATURE OF
DREAMS. I WAS
IN CABIN TEN
THAT NIGHT? NOT
IN THE FLESH,
OF COURSE- NOT
AS TOM HAW-
KINS? MORE AS
A HOVERING
PRESENCE... A
GHOST, YOU
MIGHT SAY...*

H-HE'S ASLEEP.. THAT'S THE
ONLY TIME Z HAVE MY FREEDOM...
WHEN HE'S ASLEEP? I'LL DRESS-

ESCAPE FROM HIM?

HE THINKS HE CAN KEEP ME A
PRISONER, DOES HE? I’LL SHOW
HIM—I'LL ESCAPE. ..AND THEN
I CAN DO WHATEVER I PLEASE?

NO ONE CAN STOP ME...ONCE

With bated breath i watched
THIS STRANGE STORY UNFOLD BE-
FORE MY EYES? THE FRONT DOOR
SWUNG OPEN ...THE GHOSTLY MOON-
LIGHT CREPT INTO THE ROOM-"



I FELT SICK. ..

THIS APPARITION
WHO HAD MATERI-
ALIZED IN MY
DREAM...THIS
WILD WOMAN...
HAD DESCENDED
TO THE LEVEL OF
THE PREDATORY
BEASTS fSHE WAS
A RAGING,SKULK-
ING MONSTER?
I TRIED TO LEAVE
THE CABIN... BUT
I,TOO, WAS A
PRISONER?"

I'LL ESCAPE YET?
BACK THERE ...BACK TC

GET INTO BED, EMILY...

AND STAY THERE f WHEN
THESE SPELLS COME OVER
YOU. NOTHING IS SAFE?
HEAVEN HELP US IF I

DON'T GET YOU TO THE .

YOU'VE GOTTEN TO THE
STAGE WHERE ANYONE
NEAR YOU IS IN DANGER...

IN DANGER OF HAVING
YOU SLASH THEIR THROATS

GET INTO BED... WE'LL



.YOU'VE BECOME A WILD ANIMAL...

YOU SCRATCH AND SLASH LIKE A
TRAPPED TIGRESS.* I'LL HAVE
TO KILL YOU WITH MY OWN HANDS'

"Right before my eyes. . . a horrible murder was
BEING COMMITTED.' A WAVE OF NAUSEA PASSED OVER ME-.)

I FELT FAINT. . . BUT MY EYES WERE RIVETED TO THE
NIGHTMARE IN FRONT OF ME."

I WAS HYP-
NOTIZED AS I

WATCHED THE
TERRIBLE SCENE

BEFORE MY
AND THERE WAS
NOTHING I COULD
DO...I WASN'T
EVEN THERE !

IT WAS NOTHING
BUT AN AWFUL
NIGHTMARE...
AND I WAS
TRAPPED IN IT.'

"IT WAS AS IF THE MAN WAS TELLING ME
THE REASON FOR THE TRAGEDY THAT HAD
JUST OCCURRED." ^ —
SHE’S BEEN A RAGING LUNATIC EVER SINCE THE
ACCIDENT. .. KILLED EVERY ANIMAL CROSSING
HER PATH... AND TRIED TO KILL HERSELF BY
LEAPING INTO THE GRAVE WHERE THE BABY
i« oilmen uiurururp cur u/ac ai okip npar



AND THEN I WOKE UP, JIM

FEELING CERTAIN THAT I HAD
SEEN SOMETHING THAT WAS
NEVER MEANT FOR MORTAL

S' l-l



What?! Hit the beaches for old EC, again?? You
know It! Look out, you VAULT-VERMIN, ’cause Russ
Cochran is going to reprint each 32-pg issue of

VAULT, In chronological order, on a quarterly

basis! This will replace the 64-pg line (referred to In

this column, and our ads, as RCP VAULT, RCP
CRYPT, etc.). Many of you beady-eyed readers

know my first issue was numbered 12. Why?
’Cause my mag was created from WAR AGAINST
CRIME, which topped out with issue #11.

I want to thank you for bringing back the

old E C. Comics particularly TALES FROM
THE CRYPT. HAUNT OF FEAR, and VAULT
OF HORROR The scary and sarcastic

overtones and gut-wrenching twists in each
issue have a timeless quality I truly

appreciate!

I have some questions that I was hoping

you could answer
1 Has the E C. line been reprinted before

your series or the Gladstone series?

2. What is the possibility of putting

together some new artwork and stories for a

new series of CRYPT???
3. Is there still a " Fan-addict” club??

Samuel W. Kingston

Sandy. UT

1) Yes! East Coast Comix did 32-pagers
some years ago—see Evan Lanctot’s let-

ter this page.

2) It’s possible, but I’d want the best.

Wouldn’t YOU?
3) I’m not running an official club no mo’,
but there are bound to be wildcat opera-
tions out there. How about it? Step for-

ward and identify, you fan-addicts.

—VK

I love your "Tales from the Crypt" comics.

I watch the series on HBO
One thing I want to know is The Crypt

Keepers book, does that have real comics in

it? When did you first start making comics?
Chris J. Mitchell

Prince George, V

A

Well Chris, he stuffs a copy of his script

in that book, with lines highlighted. See,
he’s a DUMMY!

Actually, just the cover art is pasted into

the book for each show. These covers

are drawn by Mike Vosberg. —VK

First of all. I just picked up TALES FROM
THE CRYPT #6. and the difference in the

quality of reproduction was noticeable

immediately, the colors jump out at you. and

the blacks are not muddy like they were
before. Although it seems strange to see

EC's reprinted in the flexographic process,

they do look better now than any previous

form of reprint (and I have them all. even the

East Coast ones of the 70 s).

Although I possess many reprints, and a

dozen originals. I had never seen the

contents of this issue before, the CRIME
SUSPENSTORIES issue was good, but the

TALES issue was terrific! Davis. Evans.

Kamen. and Ingels were all masters of their

form, and as usual, they did not disappoint.

Evan M. Lanctot

Burlington. VT

Thanks for the good words, Evan! I look
even better in offset, and the Crypt-

Keeper and the Old Witch needed all the
help they could get! (Evan’s got East
Coast Comix reprints, and you can have
some, too! See our ad elsewhere in this

issue.) —VK

In the stores now (or available from us direct) are

the first issues of NEW CRYPT, NEW WEIRO
SCIENCE and NEW SHOCK. Out this month are

NEW WEIRO FANTASY #1 and TWO-FISTED TALES
#1. Coming next month: NEW HAUNT #1, NEW
WEIRO S-F #1 and NEW CRIME #1! To be sure of

getting every issue of every title, why not

SUBSCRIBE?!

Send letters of comment to:

VAULT
RUSS COCHRAN

POB 469
WEST PLAINS MO 65775

THIS COMIC REPRINTS:
VAULT OF HORROR '“#12” (#1, 1950)

"Portrait in Wax'" Johnny Craig

The Werewolf Legend Harrison/Wood

Horror in the Night Harvey Kurtzman

"Terror Train" Al Feldstein



Lhe knife slashed down! These was a gasp
then he straightened up and looked at

the body of the paunchy circus owner,
stretched there on the wooden floor one
hand slowly relaxing from the canvas of the

circus tent! He had done it ... he would have
to look around the headquarters tent fast

someone might come this way any minute!

He was bent over the tin box when he
heard the footsteps! He straightened up as if

he had been wound tight . . . and his eyes nar-

rowed when he saw the three shadows strid-

ing toward the open flap of the tent! His heart
raced ominously . . . he felt the skin on his

neck prickle! Those roustabouts . . . they were
headed here! He slipped the wad of bills into

his pocket and looked around the tent in des-
peration! He couldn't go out the front door of

the tent . for they were sure to see him! And
he would hang for the murder! There had to

be another way out . . there MUST be an-
other escape!

And then his eyes noted the barred door at

the opposite end of the tent! As if a cage had
been backed up against the far end of the

tent! That was how he would escape
through that barred door! His hands fastened

around the handles near the floor and he
gave a sturdy yank the door lifted up un-

der his weight! It was a matter of seconds be-

fore he stepped beyond the door . . . released

it and heard it slam shut behind him! Then he
whirled, and peering between the bars, saw
the three roustabouts pausing at the entrance
to the tent! If he could remain here until they

went away ... if he could remain hidden here

behind the door, it would give him a little

more time to think of how he was going to

escape!

There was a low snarl behind him and he
whirled ..his eyes squinting into the darkness
that surrounded him. His heart lurched inside

him not more than ten feet from him he

saw those fiery eyes boring straight into his

own! Cat's eyes, he realized with a shudder!
And his own eyes had become accustomed to

the light enough for him to know what it was
that faced him . . a snarling Panther! The fur

at the back of its neck was rising stiff and
straight . it was getting ready to spring at

him!

He whirled, his hands tearing at the barred
door. But it was rock fast! He had slammed it

shut when he entered
. . it couldn’t be

opened from this side! His heart missed a beat

he was suddenly bathed in cold, prickling

perspiration! He opened his mouth and
screamed at the men who were now moving
away from the front of the tent! He MUST at-

tract their attention
. before it was too late

before he shuddered to think of what
would happen to him there in the cage with

the raging Panther! He screamed, tilting his

head back but the sound which issued

from his lips was drowned out by a more
frightening sound . . the panther emitting its

blood-curdling roar as it prepared to leap!

Drunkenly he turned, flattening himself

against the wall . . knowing that his voice

could not be heard . that this time there

WAS no escape for him! He saw the panther
squat before it launched itself . . and even as

he stared at those fiery eyes, the pain came
over him like a wave . and he knew . . it

was the end . the end



HE WAS TRYING TO KILL ME* HE HATED ME f AND THEN, ONE
NIGHT, HE ALMOST SUCCEEDED. ..THE NIGHT I RODE A..

.

4*^Suspen$tory
r THE VAULT OF
HORROR!
It all started the day I decided to run away
FROM RALPH/ HE WAS GOING TO KILL ME/ I KNEW
THAT/ I HAD TO GETAWAY/ I PACKED A SMALL BAG

THE RAILROAD TERMINAL.
AND PLEASE HURRY/

AS THE TAXI SPED DOWNTOWN, I HUDDLED IN THE CORNER
OF THE SEAT... AFRAID THAT HE MIGHT SEE ME/ RALPH
HATED ME SO/ I DON'T REMEMBER HOW IT STARTED
BUT IT HAD DEVELOPED TO A POINT WHERE I FEARED
FOR MY LIFE/ I REMEMBER ONE DAY, RALPH CAME
HOME WITH A PACKAGE.. .

COPYRIGHT, 1980, BY L.L. PUB. CO., INC.



I PAID THE FARE, AND LOOKED UP
AND DOWN THE STREET? I DIDN'T SEE
RALPH f I RUSHED INTO THE STATION ?

I. . I'O LI KE A TICKET 'YtHAT'LL

\

TO... TO... NEW YORK?J BE THIRTY-

FOUR TEN,

I STUFFED THE TICKET INTO MY PURSE
AND LOOKED AROUND ? IF RALPH
EVER CAUGHT ME DOING THIS. ..I
DROVE THE THOUGHT FROM MY MIND ?

NO' I WOULD GET AWAY ? I HAD
TO? I WOULD BE SAFE THEN ? I
SAT DOWN ON A BENCH IN A CORNER
OF THE WAITING ROOM, AND HID
BEHIND <

My TRAIN WASN'T DUE FOR TWENTY MINUTES ? SUPPOSE
RALPH CALLED AT HOME ? THERE WOULD BE NO ANSWER f

HE WOULD KNOW' I THOUGHTOF THATNIGHT LAST
MONTH WHEN I AWOKE TO FIND RALPH STANDING OVER
ME. A KITCHEN KNIFE IN HIS HAND

. I FOUND THIS KNIFE ON YOUR
GHT TABLE, GLORIA? YOU. ..SHOULDN'T

STAMMERED OUT A LAME EXCUSE? HE WAS GOING
TO MURDER ME AND I HAD DISCOVERED HIM IN TIME ?

SLEEP THE REST OF THAT NIGHT. .. I JUST
THERE ... L/STEN/NO . .

AS THE TRAIN BEGAN TO MOVE, THE MAN SWUNG HIMSELF
UP INTO THE CAR BEHIND MINE? I WASN'T SURE? IT

COULD BE RALPH? IT. . . LOOKED LIKE HIM... AND YET. ..

I WAS FRIGHTENED ? IT WAS TOO LATE TO GET OFF ?

TH^TRAIN WAS ON ITS WAY . . .

JUSTMY NERVES?
ONDER IF THERE'S

NEED
DRMK CLUB



I HAD GONE OUT THE WRONG END OF Ralph wouldn't look for me here
IN THE COACHES? HE KNEW I ALWAYS
TRAVELED PULLMAN? I SAT DOWN?
I WOULD WAIT TILL IT WAS SAFE AND
THEN SNEAK BACK TO MY BERTH ?

THE CLUB CAR ? I WAS IN A COACH...

NOT A PULLMAN? IF I WANTED TO GET
BACK TO MY CAR, I WOULD HAVE TO GO
THROUGH THE CU

ITHOUGHT ABOUT GETTING OFF THE TRAIN AT THE NEXT
STOP- BUT ALL MY CLOTHES. . .MY MONEY...MY TICKET. . .WERE
IN THE OTHER CAR ? WHY DID HE WANT TOKILL ME? I REMEM-
BERED ONE NIGHT, ABOUT THE TIME THAT IT ALL STARTED.

PERHAPS THAT WAS IT ? THE MONEY? $25,000 IS A LOT OF
MONEY ? SUDDENLY, MY HEART STOPPED ? I FELT A HANO
ON MY SHOULDER...



NO, REALLY? I*VE A
BETTER
SHOW ME,
.MISS.'

IT MUST HAVE BEEN SOMEONE WHO
LOOKED LIKE RALPH.' I'LL FEEL ^
.BETTER IN THE MORNING.. tl^ - ALL right;

THIS IS MY BERTH? MISS? .

I'LL GET MY TICKET?}—
, r-f'

..A SCREAM?. . .OR WAS IT

JUST THE TRAIN WHISTLE?

.6ASP... NO' NOf

The CONDUCTOR LOOKED AT ME
QUIZZICALLY? HE MUST HAVE THOUGHT
I WAS TRYING TO RIDE FREE?

AS WE PASSED THROUGH THE CLUB
CAR AGAIN, I SEARCHED THE
FACES OF THE PEOPLE? RALPH
WASN'T THERE? PERHAPS I HAD
MADE A MISTAKE? THE DRINK?
MAYBE IT HAD BEEN THE SCOTCH
AND SODA? f^

The CONDUCTOR WAS satisfied? my
BERTH WAS MADE UP, AND SINCE I

FELTA LITTLE DIZZY FROM THE DRINK,

I DECIDED TO GET SOME SLEEP?

...And safer, too? the train, hurtling through
THE NIGHT, WAS PUTTING MORE AND MORE MILES BETWEEN
RALPH AND ME? I CLOSED MY EYES? THE TRAIN
RUMBLED ON... AND ON... AND I FELT MYSELF DRIFT-
ING INTO SLEEP.. SLEEP.

SUDOENLY I WAS AWAKENED BY AN EAR-SPLITTING,PERC-
ING SHRIEK? I LOOKED OUT OF MY BERTH ? THE CURTAINS
ON THE OTHER BERTHS WERE ALL CLOSED... AND THE CAR
WAS DARK EXCEPT FOR A SMALL LIGHT AT THE REAR?
WHATWAS THAT I HAD HEARD?

A BERTH AT THE FAR END OF THE CAR WAS MARKED
"PORTER" I MADE MY WAY TOWARD IT? I'D ASK
HIM IF HE HAD HEARD IT TOO

. I PULLED ASIDE
THE CURTAIN?

f

. ..

^ EEEEEEEK.H

IT WAS GHASTLY ? HE WAS DEAD/ COLD AND STIFF? HIS EYES,
WIDE WITH HORROR...THE BEDCLOTHES SMEARED WITH
BLOOD? I CLOSED THE CURTAINS. ..

HELP' ^



THIS THIS IS MY CHANCE f.

IF THEY HAVE A PHONE
, I'LL CALL THE POLICE

^THEY COULD STOP THE TRAIN AT THE NEXT
El ^ STATION... MM

IT WAS HORRIBLE f THE OCCUPANT OF THAT BERTH WAS DEAD,

TOO' ICY FINGERS CLOSED ABOUT MY HEART » A WAVE OF
NAUSEA SWEPT OVER ME AS I WENT FROM BERTH TO BERTH

,

FLINGING THE CURTAINS BACK f THEY WERE DEAD... ALL DEAD'
I WAS ON A DEATH TRAIN » RALPH t IT MAS RALPH f HE WAS
MAD r

Suddenly, i heard the shriek again...

AND 1 WAS THROWN TO THE FLOOR f

THIS TIME IT HAD BEEN THE SHRIEK OF
BRAKES .THE TRAIN HAD COME TO A

As I STOOD BEHIND A TREE...WATCH-

NG, THE TRAIN BEGAN TO MOVE f

SQUEEKING.. . STRAINING. . . SLOWLY ... IT

GAINED MOMENTUM f IT WAS PULLING
AWAY . , AND I HAD ESCAPED f

I LOOKED AROUND ME f A HOUSE f I SAW A HOUSE ON THE
TOP OF THE HA.L . ANO THERE WAS A LIGHT ON' I MADE
MY WAY TMR : . > GRASS TOWARD IT '

Near the house, l noticed something strange r

SOMEONE HAD BEEN DIGGING... A YAWNING BLACK PIT.

THE SHAPE... OF..
|

i R— ' i
,

A OHAVE'



ME f I PUSHED THE THOUGHT OUT OF MY MIND f WHY
D*0 I THINK IT WAS A GRAVE ? WHAT WAS SO STRANGE
ABOUT AN EXCAVATION NEAR A FARM HOUSE ? THEY WERE
PROBABLY MAKING A WATER TROUGH f I KNOCKED ON THE
DOOR.



He was filling in the grave f the
SOFT EARTH THUDDED ON THE COFFIN
LIO' THEN. . . ALL WAS QUIET ' X GUESS
I BROKE DOWN AT THAT POINT. . .

HE'S TAKING ME OUTSIDE
TO. TO THAT GRAVEf

^ HERE SHE IS,

^GENTLEMEN f STOP THAT RACKET,
LADY.. . AND COME

QUIETLY*

NO' KEEP AWAY' TAKE HIM "W SURE, LADY' SURE f

AWAY FROM ME' HE WANTS
to KILL me!'

™ ...AND THAT’S MY STORY' PERHAPS YOU'D ’

LIKE TO COME AND. . .VISIT ME SOMETIME AGAIN’

Then t felt the coffin being dragged
ACROSS THE FLOOR' I HEARD THE
SQUEAK OF THE RUSTY HINGES AS
RALPH OPENED THE DOOR.

.

I WAS CRAZEO WITH FEAR ' I WAS GOING TO SUFFOCATE ..

.

BURIED ALIVE BY A MADMAN. . . MY HUSBAND... RALPH' I
POUNDED ON THE COFFIN ' I COULD FEELTHE FLESH OF
MY FISTS TEAR AS I POUNDED' I LOST ALL CONTROL '

I SCREAMED AND BEAT THE SIDES OF THE COFFI N . .

.

i FELT THE JAR AND HEARD THE
HOLLOW BOOM OF THE COFFIN AS
RALPH PUSHED ME INTO THE GRAVE
. . . THEN HIS FIENDISH LAUGHTER . .

.

HIS HYSTERICAL RAVING .

^GOOD-BYE, GLORIA' '

.SLEEP PEACEFULLY^

I Suddenly there was a bunding light' x sat up
I WITH A START AND LOOKED AROUND ME . .

YOU'D BETTER \
ET.

’

I ... I HAD BEEN DREAMING.' I WAS STILL !NMYBERTH\
ON THE TRAIN ' AND RALPH, WITH PITY IN HIS EYES, WAS
COMFORTING ME . , . STROKING MY HAND '

The men in white took me away ' they put me in a
NICE HOUSE WITH NICE PEOPLE. . . A HOUSE THAT HAS
BARS ON ALL THE WINDOWS SO RALPH CAN'T GET IN AND
KILL ME' AND NOW I’M SAFE FROM HIM'



GOOD LORD' THE
CASKET IS OPEN... HER BODY

IS GONE' EDGAR. ..DO YOU HEAR
. ME? WHAT COULD HAVE ^

HAPPENED TO IT?



0>ifdwwbiw
r

SO...WE MEET AGAIN. DEAR READER? WELCOME' WELCOME ONCE MORE
TO THE VAULT OF HORROR f FOR THE BENEFIT OF ANY NEWCOMERS,
/AM THE KEEPER OF THE VAULT OFHORROR' EACH ISSUE, I TELL YOU
TALES FROM MY VAST COLLECTION OF CHILLING.HAIR-RAISING, SPINE-
TINGLING STORIES. . .TALES THAT I OUARAHTEE WILL MAKE YOUR BLOOD
FREEZE IN YOUR VEINS, AND THE HAIR ON THE BACK OF YOUR NECK A

BRISTLE WITH TERROR.' TH/S TALE, I CALL. . . A

'ALL RIGHT, FLO? THIS IS FAR ENOUGH?
PUSH HIM OVERBOARD. . .

YES, BERT.



I KNOW HE KEPT]
IT WELL HIOOEN fJ

I'M J IT'S GONNA’
T J BE SMOOTH

SAILING FROM
NOWON,

FWELL.WE MIGHT
/ AS WELL START
' LOOKIN' FOR IT,

SO AS WE CAN «
LAM OUTTA HERE'
JUS' AS SOON AS
LTHEY FIND HIS J

BODY !



And look they did? for almost two weeks they
SEARCHED? THEY COVERED THE LIGHT-HOUSE WITH A FINE-
TOOTHED COMB...EVERY INCH...BUT NO MONEY?

But THE NEXT DAY, THINGS DID NOT GO AS SMOOTHLY AS
THEY HAD PLANNED? BERT AND FLO COULD NOT FIND A
\TRACE OF THE MONEY...

YOU SAY HE KEPT IT

HERE IN THE LIGHT-

HOUSE? r

YES? YES? HE KEPT
ITSOMEWHERE IN

THIS PLACE? KEEP
•^LOOKING...

Slowly she rounded the rocks
NEAR THE SHED...

Cautiously, flo made her way down
THE STEPS TO THE BEACH, .

,

i'll go down to the beach to the
SHED, BERT? YOU TRY THE STORE-
HOUSE? DON'T WORRY? WE’LL
FIND it* — — i

I DON'T THINK HANK WOULD HAVE
KEPT HIS MONEY OOWN HERE? IT

WOULDN’T HAVE BEEN SAFE .

IT.. .IT'S HANK/MY HUSBAND/ HE'S... HE'S
COME BACK! HE'S COMEBACK
.FROM THE SEA..,rT==SS£:

FLO/ FLO..
WHAT IS IT?



Bert BUSHED TO THE SIDE OF THE HORRIFIED FLORENCE WHAT WILL WE DO, BERT? WE
CAN'T REPORT THAT HIS BODY
WASHED ASHORE HERE f IT..

IT'S TOO MUCH OF A
COINCIDENCEf J ^

OH, BERT< IT... IT'S

V HORRIBLEf a

DON'T LOOK AT HIM, FLO' HE'S ’

HARDLY RECOGNIZABLE... AFTER
VTWO WEEKS IN THE WATER... .

In THE BLACK OF THE NIGHT, THEY DROVE TO A SPOT HIGH
OVER THE ROARING SEA .MARINER'S POINT AND FLUNG
THE REMAINS OF THE MURDERED HANK OFF THE CLIFF...WE'LL DRIVE OVER TO MARINER'S \

POINT AND THROW ITOFF< THAT'S
FAR ENOUGH AWAY f THE CURRENT':
BOUND TO CARRY HIM UP THE
COAST FROM THERE. .

.

—
ONE. . .TWO ...TH-

THERE t THAT'LL
i OF HIM



/ IT'S MM. FLO! COME
'BACKAGAIN.' WE CAN'T

GETRID OF HIM?

WHAT IS IT, BERT? WHAT. . .V

OH...NOf IT CAN'T BE

!

FLO? COME
I QUICKLY?,

r NO..ME can't? if he's

I SUPPOSED TO BE OUT ON
A FISHING TRIP, IT'D BE
A STRANGE COINCIDENCE
THAT HIS BODY WASHED
UP HERE... BACK HOME.'

IT'S GHASny.' HE... '

HE'S ALL. . .ROTTED.'

^

FdON'T LOOK AT HIM, FLO?
THE FISH AND CRABS HAVE
,MADE HIM HORRIBLE.' >

WHAT WILL WE DO WITH HIM THIS
TIME, BERT? WHY DON'T WE PHONE
THE POLICE AND... —

f



IRO CAME f FLO LISTENED



The TERRIFIED FLORENCE BACKED
AWAY FROM THE DOOR... BACK... BACK



FLO' THE LIGHT’S OUT

'

YOU...YOU...

SHE ISN'T HERE' WHAT'S THIS ON THE
S FLOOR' uOOKS LIKE SEA WATSR'^

SHE'S GOING TO BE ANGRY WHEN I TELL
HER ABOUT HANK'S BODY BEIN' GONE^
FROM FALMOUTH BEACH f THAT IT J
MUSTA BEEN LOW TIDE WHEN I PUT
IT THERE... AND IT PROBABLY GOT ^
WASHED OUT TO SEA AGAIN...

[leads UP TO THE LIGHT I

|jE TRYIN' TO FIX IT' I'l

pfcf .
AND HELP HER.

And THE NEXT MORNING...WHEN THE GOVERNMENT INSPEC-
TORS CAME TO INVESTIGATE WHY THE LIGHT HAO GONE OUT.

NOT A MARK ON 'EM ' I CAN'T UNDERSTAND! LOOKS LIKE.

IT' WHAT'S THAT STUFF ALL AROUND {^^SEAWEED

LOOKS LIKE ANOTHER STIFF I

LET'S GO DOWN AND HAVE A

'V LOOK... j



WHAT IS THE TERROR SURROUNDING THIS ONCE SPLENDID HOME?
WHY DO THE VERY WALLS SHAKE AS IF FROM SOME IMPENDING DISASTER?

.*!£!& SuspenStorymm&i
r THE VAULT OF
IhORRORT

"JUNE, 1820... I, CLAYTON HARKLEY,
DYING FROM THE MORTAL WOUND
INFLICTED BY MY VILLAINOUS
BROTHER, CAN DO NOTHING TO
PREVENT MY WEALTH FROM FALL-
ING INTO HIS POSSESSION. .

."

THIS IS "HARKLEY HEATH"? ONCE A PROUD MANSION, NOW <5^
CRUMBLING AND DECAYED, ROTTING ON THE ENGLISH MOOR... '<

AND THE DISINTEGRATION WHICH BEFOULS THIS ACCURSED ,
DWELLING OF DOOM IS SHARED BY THE LAST MEMBERS OF
THE HARKLEY CLAN ?

"..
. BUT THIS FORTUNE PASSES FROM MY DOOMED HANDS WITH

A MOST HIDEOUS CURSE UPON IT? MAY THIS WEALTH CORRUPT
AND INFEST EACH SUCCEEDING GENERATION , UNTIL THIS
HERITAGE OF HATE AND MURDER SHALL BLOT OUT THIS
FAMILY AND THE WORLD SHALL KNOW NO MORE OF THE VILE 1
HARKLEY BLOOD? REQUIESCATINPACE

\
— ^

- ALL LIES? /
|

{( - FOOLISH? /

WHO ARE THE SHADOWY DWELLERS LIVING HERE UNDER THE SPELL OF

fS. |
Mg

1trM si&
pLcmHv Mu

'-jL



HOW CAN YOU BELIEVE THAT
STUFF? OLD FAMILY CURSES.,
BAH ' THE MONEY IS OURS,
NOW, AND NO ONE CAN TAKE
IT AWAY ' WE ARE THE LAST
. OF THE HARKLEYS' ^

7B-BUT, COUSIN
’

[CHARLES, SUPPOSE
l SOMEONE FINDS
TOUT THAT WE <

NEVER SAY THAT AGAIN, COUSIN~
EDGAR' FORGET IT EVER HAP-
PENED' AND STOP THAT WHINING',
I TELL YOU WE'RE NICH AND^
fes NOTHING CAN... m&SS&At.

IT'S MISS SYBIL HARKLEYGOOD EVENING... SNIFF... I'M...

ER... MR. HAGERS, YOUR DEAR
DEPARTED UNCLE'S LAWYER'
ER...MAY I...SNIFF.. .COME IN?

YES, YES,

RIGHT HERE

!

I WANTED TO SEE

,

^ DON’T MIND'

i..

.

i'm so surprised,
MR. HAGERS f I... J
THE SHOCK' ^

I KNOW THAT THIS IS AN HOUR HIS-^
OF MUCH SORROW FOR YOU, BUT I HIS WILL?
IT'S MY DUTY TO INFORM YOU X X

. OF YOUR UNCLE'S WILL'

tES, your uncle has
*

SPECIFIED THAT ALL OF
HIS WEALTH SHALL GO
S TO... MISS SYBIL ' J



)ON'T look at me that way? i didn'tTof course, cousin
KNOW... I SWEAR I DIDN'T KNOW HE /SYBIL ? OF COURSE ?

HAD A WILL? BUT... NOTHING HAS \ NOW YOU'D BETTER
CHANGED? I'LL SHARE THE MONEY A GO RIGHT TO BED AND
WITH YOU? YOU MUST BELIEVE ME !L REST

The candle trembling in sybil's hand threw undulat-
ing SHAPES OF HORROR ON THE CRACKED WALLS? SHE
FEARFULLY MOUNTED THE STAIRS KNOWING THAT THIS



LET GO'
LETG-GOY
AAAAAHHf

HERE I AM, COUSIN CHARLES?
DID YOU THINK YOU COULD TRAP ME
SO EASILY? YOU'RE A FOOL, *

CHARLES... A MURDEROUS FOOL?

CHARLES, HELP ME?

^ I'VE GOT HER? ^

T OF COURSE SHE'S
'

/DEAD, YOU IDIOT? NO
ONE COULD LIVE

WITH THAT MORPHINE
IN THEM? IT WAS A

SO EASY, WASN'T IT,

COUSIN EDGAR?
HAW, HAW, HAW? y

'NOW THE NEEDLE, EDGAR'
QUICKLY ' AHH THIS WILL KEEP
YOU QUIET. MY DEAR COUSIN

PERMANENTLY QUIET' THAT,--
MONEY WILL BE MINE/ Jfi

i'-YOU SWINE YOU DIRTY SWINE '

YOU COUGH MAY KILL ME BUT .

YOU CAN T KLL THE HARKLEY
curse' i'll...i'll come back
FROM THE GRAVE f COUGH .

_ YOU SHAN 'T 6ET THAT

^ MONEY

/

1 UGG-GGH' )

DOWN...OOWN THROUGH THE ECHOING, MUSTY HALLS? DOWN TOTHE
SUBTERRANEAN VAULTS, WHERE THE HARKLEY FAMILY BURIED

SYBIL? WHEN SHE S
^ TOMORROW WE'LL CARRY''W FOUND, EVERYONE WILL BELIEVE
HER OUT TO THE MOORS'^fts_ SHE WENT MAD AFTER UNCLE
—

—

i. .,
.

.

1 . Roger's death'

ir WHY...WHY ARE YOU
LOOKING AT ME... NOT
CHARLES

f

DON'T...

DON'T THINK THAT?



For one horrible moment the cousins stared at each

OTHER' THE MURDEROUS GLINT IN CHARLES’ EYE TOLD
EDGAR THE TERRIBLE TRUTH' IT WAS THE SAME LOOK

^HEAVENS? COUSIN CHARLES WOULD 7 FOOL? HE'S THE

STOP AT NOTHING FOR THAT MONEY ?< ONLY ONE IN MY
HE'D EVEN KILL ME FOR IT? WAY, BUT I'LL FIX

i > mk 1 m

^ I DON'T like it,

~ COUSIN CHARLES' I

DON'T WANTHER
IN THIS HOUSE .'

STOP BABBLING, YOU

^
WRETCH? THE WIND IS

IBANGING THE SHUTTERS?
' IT'S JUST THE STORM?

r
THIS HOUSE I CAN FEEL HER STOP TREMBLING, EOGAR?

EVERYWHERE' SHE’S SHE'S HAUNT WG [SHE'S DEAD AND BURIED'

US ? WE'LL NEVER GET AWAY WITH J. GHOSTS. HA'
ter IT, CHARLES ?

YOU. ..GASP. YOU CAN'T JYOU WON'T
[ YOU SNIVELING
'COWARD ? YOU DON'T
v DESERVE THAT .

\ MONEY?

') HA, HA, HA? YOU...

Aou'RE AFRAID OF A
DEAD WOMAN? YOU

FOOL? IT'S ME YOU
SHOULD BE AFRAID

OF [ME' h

BUT, CHARLES'
CHARLES' ITy
MAY BE...THE<
CURSE ? J

'GET AWAY
FROM ME?



^THERE'S NO OTHER WAY
OUT OF THIS ROOMfYOU'RE
^^PNISHEO. EDGAR'^r^-

J WANT \
THAT/HONEY"

NO... PLEASE!
YOU'RE MAD.'



THE CHANDELIER. IT'S HORRIBLE'
IT'S SYBIL ' SHE DIO IT' SHE'S
TRYING TO KILL US BOTH' THE KEY..

7 GOT TO GET...THE KEY'

I CAN HEAR HER' SHE'S
AFTER ME' SYBIL.'LEAVE

K ME ALONE.'

'you're DEAD-Xl'M not dead' / NO.' YOU'RE DEAD

'

BACK TO THE GRAVE...

WHATEVER EVIL
THING YOU ARE '

DEAD' WASN'TDEAD WHEN
YOU MUST BE

'jYOUBURIEDME'
BETAWAY E MY ILLNESS... I'VE BEEN
FROMMET J TAKING MORPHINE FOR

-U YEARS <
I WAS JUST .Jv UNCONSCIOUS' <

^B ^B and now i'm going to
KILL YOU.

f



.THE DIAMOND OF DEATHl

Xhe glitter of the huge diamond in Cran-
dall's upturned palm almost blinded him.
Even in the darkened room, its brilliance was
enough to illuminate the sharp contours of his

crafty face. His eyes were wide with a joy he
had never felt before ... his thin lips quivered
with anticipation and triumph! He had found
it . . . after years as Butler here in the house of

Silas Morgan, he had at last uncovered the
secret hiding place of the fabulous Diamond
of Death!

Suddenly the door behind him swung open
and Crandall whirled in surprise. The old
man himself .

. . Silas Morgan leaning on his

cane . . . came slowly into the room, his eyes
focused on the glistening gem still held in

Crandall's palm.

"Y-You've found it," Morgan stammered,
his own eyes growing wide as they con-
templated the priceless diamond. "P-Put it

back ... it will never bring anything but
tragedy to you, you fool! Put it back before it

casts its spell over YOU, as it has over every-

one who has possessed it!"

Crandall's fist closed tighter over the

sharp-edged stone, and he strained to re-

member the legend that had grown around
the gem he had found at last. What were the

stone's peculiar almost supernatural
powers supposed to be 7 Oh. yes that non-

sense about it causing its owner to vanish
from the Earth without a trace! Pure BUNK!

The old man lunged at him in that instant
and Crandall stepped aside quickly, his foot

shooting out in time to send Morgan crashing
headlong to the floor. So the owner of the
Diamond ol Death was supposed to disap-
pear without a trace, he thought to himself,

raising Morgan's cane and smashing it

against the old man's skull! Well ... he would
make certain that Morgan, its last owner . . .

DID vanish forever!

Crandall slammed the furnace door shut
and left the cellar, his giggle turning to a roar
of laughter. Old Morgan was gone ... no
trace of the man who collected valuable
gems and tropical plants would EVER be
found after the flames had done their work!
With satisfaction he felt the huge diamond in
his palm as he entered the plant room to look
around for the last time. His gaze darted from
one color-splattered leaf to another . . . never
again would he have to tend these monsters
of the jungle!

Something rubbery grazed the back of his
neck and he whirled with surprise. The thing
that Morgan had called the "Man-Eater" was
reaching its long green tentacles toward him!
Desperately he tried to step away from its

groping leaf . . . but a sinuous arm enveloped
him and dragged him inexorably toward the
plant's gaping mouth! Crandall struggled . . .

a scream shrilled from his lips . . . but he was
held fast and drawn closer and closer to that
yawning mouth! He tried to squirm free ... to

scratch and bite his way free . . . but his head
was being enveloped in that stifling foliage
that wouldn't permit him to fight back . . .

The movement inside the swollen bud of

the "Man-Eater" stopped ... all was quiet in

the room. And then something appeared on
the lips of the plant . . . trembled there for an
instant . . . fell quickly to the floor. The room
was once again swathed in quiet and dark-
ness . . . except for the Diamond of Death
gleaming at the foot of the Man-Eater plant!



THESE BODIES MAKE YOU
THE MOST SOUGHT-AFTER

]

INSTRUCTOR IN THE WHOLE l

ANATOMY SECTION, LEMONET f

WHERE DO YOU GET THEM ALL?

YOU'RE ABOUT TO
FIND OUT,
DOCTOR f

\mm_R SuspenStort
r THE VAULT OF
HORROR!
YOU KNOW PERFECTLY WELL
HOW, LEMONET... MORE CORPSES
FOR YOUR PUPILS TO EXPERIMENT
WITH' IT'S BEEN THE CUSTOM FOR

PROFESSORS TO PROVIDE THE
CADAVERS USED IN THEIR CLASS-
ROOMS FOR CENTURIES... YOU'LL
HAVE TO GET THEM SOMEHOW.'

...AND ATTENDANCE AT YOUR CLASSES
IS FALLING OFF, LEMONET' IF YOU
WANT TO STAY HERE AS A TEACHER ^

IN ANATOMY... YOU'VE GOT TO GET ,

MORE PUPILS f

, DOCTOR
OF

In THE SEVENTEENTH CENTURY, WHEN ALFRED LEMOHET WAS ANATOMY INSTRUCTOR AT THE
SURGEONS' SCHOOL OF HAMPSHIRE, IT WAS THE STRANGE BUT UNIVERSALLY-ACCEPTED CUSTOM FOR
PROFESSORS TO PROVIDE THE CADAVERS USED BY THEIR PUPILS FOR EXPERIMENTATION' OUT OF
THIS FACT. . . AND A MAD DESIRE TO KEEP HIS JOB AT ALL COSTS. .. CAME LEMOHET'S GRUESOME



Driveni cTxan't lose this position
HERE AT SURGEON'S SCHOOL. . . <

I'VE SOT TO HOLD ONTO IT AT 1

ALL COSTS? I- I'LL GET BODIES-
FOR MY CLASSES... NO MATTER J
WHAT I HAVE TO DO TO GET 1

,
THEM

f THIS MAN... JOHN FARROW.^^[
• DIED YESTERDAY, AND WAS BURIED
,
JUST THIS MORNING ON SPANISH
'HILL? THERE'S NO ONE ABOUT TO*
; SEE ME TAKE THE BODY... IF I
'WORK QUICKLY AND SILENTLY?^®

I BY THE FEAR OF LOSING HIS
POSITION, MEEK DOCTOR ALFRED
LEMONET WRACKED HIS BRAINS FOR
A PLAN TO SUPPLY HIS PUPILS WITH
CADAVERS ? AND SUDDENLY.

.

'what a fool i've been ? while
I've SEARCHED ABOUT WILDLY^
FOR DEAD MEN TO GIVE TO MY -frl
PUPILS... THERE'S BEEN A £

'

MAGNIFICENT SUPPLY RIGHT
UNDER MY VERY NOSE ? THIS

• COLUMN OF BURIALS . . . T
-r I

-.IT'S THE ANSWER f

Alfred lemonet. frail and meek
AS HE WAS, NEVERTHELESS WAS
CAPABLE OF HIDDEN AND CURIOUS
TALENTS WHEN IT CAME TO PROTECT-
ING THE JOB HE CHERISHED SO
MUCH ? AND SO, THROUGH THE LONG
HOURS OFTHE NIGHT, HIS SHOVEL
FLEW INCESSANTLY. . .

__ St. I ... I'VE STRUCK THE
COFFIN f NOT MUCH
LONGER.. .

I

Alfred lemonet,
CONTINUE IN HIS JOB?
AND AS TIME WENT ON,
AND HIS SUPPLr OF
CADAVERS FAILED TO
DIMINISH, HE BEGAN TO
ATTRACT PUPILS FROM
ALL PARTS OF
HAMPSHIRE ...

AA PERFECT. ,. NOT A BRUISE
r... NOT A MARK? ITSHOULD BE GOOD FOR
'AT LEAST TEN PUPILS? FINCH WILL Tjj
'HAVE TO LET ME CONTINUE FOR
rLITTLE WHILE, ANYWAYV~-^--^-^Vt=>/

r MY CLASSES ARE THE LARGEST IN AS

THE WHOLE SCHOOL. .. AND ALL BECAUSE

i've been clever enough to get more
BODIES THAN ANY OTHER TEACHER? AT
LAST I CAN BREATHE EASY ABOUT
HOLDING THIS POSITION? 'WiaESBsfe



Lemonet's JOB WAS secure, but
AFTER A TIME HIS AMBITION BEGAN
TO ASSERT ITSELF AS HE HEARD
THE OTHER TEACHERS REFER TOHIM
AS A LE ADI NG PROFESSOR OF



Y-YOU'RE NAD,
LEMONET ___

^T^^NOT MAoTdR CRANSHAW 1

KM ... JUST INTENT ON ^R#V GETTING THAT JOB f AND
"

NOTHING ... NO ONE'S 4
' BHr GOING TO STAND IN MY J

WAY ?

THAT LESSON FOR THE INSPECTORS]
OF THE ROYAL MEDICAL COLLEGE...
IT WILL BE THE FINEST OF MY *

. CAREER, JUST AS FINCH SUGGESTED.'
AND CRANSHAW IS GOING TO HELP .J
ME GET THE JOB OF DEAN... BY 1
SERVING AS THE CADAVER MY
PUPILS WILL EXPERIMENT ON ' jB

Through the long hours of that
NIGHT ALFRED LEMONET TOILED AT
HIS GRUESOME TASK . DISFIGURING
THE FACE OF DR. CRANSHAW SO THAT
IT WAS UNRECOGNIZABLE.' AND HIS
LESSON WAS A SUCCESS. .

' LET ME BE THE FIRST TO CONGRATU-
LATE YOU, LEMONET. ..EFFECTIVE
ON THE FIRST OF THE MONTH YOU
ARE THE NEW DEAN' CRANSHAW'S *
SUDDEN DISAPPEARANCE WAS AN
UNFORTUNATE INCIDENT... BUT IT
SERVED ONLY TO CLEAR THE WAY -A

FOR YOUR APPOINTMENT?

The months went by uneventfully,
AND AT LAST SECURE AS THE DEAN OF
THE SURGEONS' SCHOOL, ALFRED
LEMONET'S AMBITIONS ONCE AGAIN
CAME TO LIFE . . .

FINCH... RETIRING BECAUSE OF
1

ILL-HEALTH FROM THE POST THEY/
GAVE HIM ' THEY'LL BE LOOKING

'

FOR A SUCCESSOR AS GOVERNOR
OF THE MEDICAL SCHOOL ...I *
MUST GET THE JOB' IT MEANS \

‘AS MUCH AS LIFE ITSELF TO ME' J

'EVERY CLASS IN SCHOOL BY

Throwing his customary caution I

AND MEEKNESS TO THE WINDS, ALFREDl
LEMONET JOURNEYED TO THE OFFICE I

OF THE ROYAL SURGEON IN ORDER TO
PLEAD HIS CASE FOR APPOINTMENT TO
THE POST RELINQUISHED BY DEAN
FINCH' FINALLY HE EMERGED, A
CURIOUS GLITTER IN HIS EYES. ..

TOMORROW NIGHT. . . NICE , FRESH
CORPSES' AND GRAVE-DIGGING IS.

OUT OF THE QUESTION THIS TIME '

IT'S AN EMERGENCY THAT CALLS J
FOR MORE DRASTIC MEASURES fl
AAAH... JUST THE SORT Of
PLACE I WANT

YOU RANG FOR ME/Ny SOMETHINGS
DOCTOR LEMONET 7J URGENT HAS 1

''COME UP, ^
II f HAWKINS... ^

*V«QJJ§ ilA I'LL BE GONE FOR
]

SEVERAL HOURS f J
IF YOU HAVE TO 4

contact me... i'll be \
IN CONFERENCE WITH
THE ROYAL SURGEON?)

HE WILL CONSIDER ME IF I CAN
PROVE THAT THE SCHOOL HAS r
PROGRESSED SINCE I BECAME >

’ DEAN f AN INSPECTION WILL BE
MADE OF CLASSES TOMORROW..!
I MUST HURRY

?



r I HEARD TELL THAT I CAN FIND A
HANDFUL OF HARDY MEN HERE WHO-
ARE ANXIOUS TO EARN A GOLD '

SOVEREIGN FOR A DAY'S WORK '

THE SORT OF WORK THAT WOULD *

FRIGHTEN LESS COURAGEOUS MEN '

h IS THERE ANYONE INTERESTED? /

Y FOR A GOLD
'SOVEREIGN?
SPEAK YOUR

PIECE, GUV’NOR..

v WE'RE ALL __
K EARSi-Jl

FOR THE FIRST FIFTEEN BODIES DELIVERED
TO THE HAMPSHIRE SURGEON SCHOOL S
TOMORROW...! PAY A SOVEREIGN APIECE f \

BUT THE CORPSES MUST BE OF .AH.. V
RECENTLY DECEASED GENTLEMEN... /f H

AND THEY MUST BE PROCURED ONLY
. FROM THIS VERY WATERFRONT M3.

NEIGHBORHOOD* AGREED^^^Urt'

Alfred LEMONET WAS DELIGHTED
WITH THE SCHEME WHICH WOULD
RESULT IN HIS PROMOTION TO THE
GOVERNORSHIP OF THE ENTIRE
HAMPSHIRE MEDICAL SCHOOL... AND
IF INNOCENT PEOPLE WERE HURT BYHIS
MAD AMBITION... THAT WAS THE
COURSE OF HISTORY, HE TOLD HIM-
SELF' I

—

—

rn-mj- J I MUST MAKE SOMEMV PREPARATIONS FOR THE
INSPECTION BY THE TO

ROYAL SURGEON THIS A*
EVENING, HAWKINS' W

^krOU STAND BY HERE..

NUMBER OF CADAVERS WILL ^ W HAWKINS CAN BE RELIED 'WJI
• UPON TO SUMMON THE PUPILS
AND GET THE CADAVERS READY

^
FOR THE GREATEST EVENING J
OF MY LIFE' BUT THOSE KILLERS]

I HIRED...THEY MIGHT NEED A
P LITTLE PRODDING' I CAN'T «
HAVE THEIR LAZINESS INTERFERE

WITH MY CAREER

ARRIVE IN THE COURSE OF THE
EVENING...! WANT YOU TO PREPARE
THEM FOR DISSECTION CLASSES'
I HAVE TO OVERSEE THE...ER...

AUTHORITIES, TO MAKE CERTAIN
THAT NOTHING GOES WRONG WITH
THE PLANS FOR DELIVERY OF THE
BODIES' I’LL BE BACK AT SIX A

B rr,
OCLOCK '^&

MINUTES PLODDED BY AS ALFRED
LEMONET SKULKED BEHIND HIS HIRED
ASSASSINS' AND AS THEY COVERED
STREET AFTER STREET WITHOUT
MEETING A SINGLE PROSPECTIVE
VICTIM,LEMONET GREW FRANTIC...

THE CUT-THROATS. ..INTENT ON
THEIR BLOODY MISSION' I'LL "t
JUST HIDE AND WATCH THEM <
CARRYOUT MY INSTRUCTIONS'
ON THEIR SUCCESS TONIGHTH

(
HANGS MY OWN FUTURE .' r N-NO, YOU FOOLS' THIS WEATHER...”>

IT'S KEEPING EVERYONE INDOORS.' YOU'LL

In HAVE TO GO INTO THE HOUSES...

BL DRAG THE VICTMS OUT... JmM



S- SHOULD I GO OUT TO SEARCH^
FOR THE DOCTOR AND TELL HIM

. THAT THE BODIES HAVEN'T ARRIVED!

or... w-what's THAT"! T-THEjg*
, DOOR. ..STARTLED ME f

LATE, TOO? THIS IS ATERRIBLE m
PREDICAMENT, WITH THE ROYAL
SURGEON COMING HERE HIMSELF
•TO MAKE THE INSPECTION.. . ANDJm nothing IS READY'

OF THE DEAN OF THE HAMPSHIRE
SURGEONS' SCHOOL A PAIR OFANXIOU:
EYES PEERED THROUGH THE WINDOW
TO THE STREET BELOW..

.

i

^DOCTOR LEMONET WILL BE

FURIOUS. WITH ME? THOSE
BODIES THAT WERE TO BE
DELIVERED HERE BY SIX \||
O'CLOCK FOR HIS EVENING'S
CLASSES. . . THERE'S BEENTOVW ’

* NO SIGN OF THEM ?

"THAT'S IT... PUT IT RIGHT THERE?\
AND GET THOSE OTHER BOOIES /
HERE AS QUICKLY AS POSSIBLE ?

V
THERE'S NOT A MOMENT TO LOSE'

.IT'S ALMOST SIX O'CLOCK ALREADY..

HE TOLD TO
J

T- THANK \
IORPSES J HEAVENS
0 THE YOU'VE GOTTEN

1

J HERE AT LAST?
FOLLOW ME RIGHT TO ,

THE ANATOMY ROOM. . . <
AND YOU'D BETTER HURRY ,

WITH THE REST OF THE J
CADAVERS? IF THE ROYAL S.

SURGEON ARRIVES AND
THERE AREN'T ENOUGH
CORPSES... DOCTOR LEMONET,
WLL DIE OF HUMILIATION? J

^STOP TALKING... AND HURRY7
THE BODIES MUST BE PREPARED.,
AND T HAVE TO LOCATE DOCTOR
LEMONET SOMEHOW? IN THIS
WEATHER. ..HE MAY BE LOST.. .OR
MAY HAVE MET UP WITH SOME

. UNFORSEEABLE ACCIDENT ?

'HURRY... WE CAN'T VHM.NOW.'
EVERYTHING DOCTOR LEMONET
HAS DONE IN THE PAST HAS <

BEEN JUST A PREPARATION FOR
TONIGHT? WE MUST HELP HIM A
ACHIEVE THE REWARD HE J|

» nrgPPurgY .

And on that stormy night
IN THE seventeenth century,
DOCTOR ALFRED LEMONET DID
RECIEVE THE REWARD HE SO
RICHLY DESERVED',^'



DID YOU NOTICE THAT LITTLE ISLAND DOWN
THERE, STEVE? I CAN'T FIND IT ON THE CHARTS?

ALEC? THE MOTOR
DOESN'T SOUND

^

El RIGHT? J .

STEVE' STEVE.'
WE'RE LOSING \

y

7 ALTITUDE' )

THE FUEL PUMP
)

SEEMS TO BE /
JAMMED/ THE
MOTOR'S CONKING
—t OUT? -

mm SuspenStory
rTHE VAULT OF

High in the empty sky we flew, alec and i,in a small silver
MONOPLANE STREAKING WESTACROSS THE BROAD PACIFIC. ..THE
PACIFIC, A VAST GLITTERING EXPANSE SPREADING IN AL L DIREC-
TIONS TO THE HORIZONS?
LITTLE DID WE REALIZE, LOOKING DOWN ON A TINY ISLAND

LYING BENEATH US ON THE SURFACE OF THE OCEAN, THAT
THIS LITTLE JUNGLE ISLAND. ..THIS LONELY SPECK OF
DIRT, WOULD, IN THE FOLLOWING MOMENTS, BRING US AS
CLOSE TO HADES AS MORTAL MAN MIGHT COME?
AND SO, LET US PROCEED FURTHER INTO MY TALE. ... -1

THE WEIRD TALE OF THE. .
. f . I S'*



In a moment it

WAS OVER ? THE
PLANE WAS
CRUMPLEO ON THE
CORAL ANO I

FOUND MYSELF
ALONE-STRUGGLING
IN THE WATER
WITH GREAT WAVES
RUSHING OVER ME,

HURLING THEM-
SELVES AGAINST
THE REEF ? HOW
I MANAGED TO
STAY ALIVE IN

THAT TURMOIL,
I'LL NEVER KNOW?
IN ANY EVENT, I
WAS SWEPT TO
SHORE... WHERE
I FELL EXHAUSTED?

I POUNDED ON
THE HEAVY OAKEN
DOOR LIKE A MAD-
MAN? BUT THE
SHOCK OF THE
PAST HOUR WAS
CATCHING UP

PASSED OUT JUST
BEFORE THE DOOR
SWUNG OPEN?

Skirting the island, i followed the beach.
AND AS I CLIMBED AROUND ONE NARROW PENIN-

SULA OF ROCK, IT CAME INTO VIEW, PERCHED ON
THE HIGHEST,BLACKEST CRAG? IT WAS THEN
THAT I GOT THE FIRST SENSATION OF THE HORROR



I DON'T KNOW
HOW LONG I

REMAINED
UNCONSCIOUS,
BUT WHEN I

CAME TO, l

FOUND MY HOST
HAD PROVIDED
ME WITH A DRY,
CLEAN SET OF
CLOTHES AND A
HOT BATH WAS
WAITING FOR ME!
I REFRESHED
MYSELF AND
WENT TO MEET
MY BENEFACTOR.

The count had a lavish meal prepared! the food
WAS EXCELLENT. THE COUNT WAS THE PERFECT HOST, BUT
SOMEHOW I COULO NOT ENJOY IT f THERE WAS AN EVIL
OVERTONE TO THIS WHOLE CASTLE AND IT S TWO LONELY
OCCUPANTS, COUNT ALVAR CABEZA AND HIS SILENT The count

HAD A FAN-
TASTIC

I'VE HUNTEO IN THE FARTHEST CORNERS
OF THE WORLD. I'VE CLNBED MOUN-
TAINS TO SHOOT COUGER, BIGHORN!
I'VE RANGED THE SEAS FOR SAILFISH,

TUNA, KLLER WHALES! I'VE FACED
THE CHARGING RHINO IN INDIA,

i PAIN-CRAZED CAPE BUFFALO, THE



He was insane...

COMPLETELY
INSANE ' I HAD

NO CHOICE. I
STUMBLED OUT
OF THAT MAD
HOUSE AND
PLUNGED INTO

THE FOREST' IT

WAS TOO INCRED-

IBLE TO BELIEVE'

I WAS GOING TO
BE HUNTED. . .

LIKE A RABBIT'
AS THE JUNGLE
CLOSED ABOUT ME.

I CALMED DOWN
AND TOOK MY
BEARINGS. I

WOULD HAVE TO
BE CALM... EVERY
MOMENT COUNTED'

I GATHERED AN ARMFUL OF STOUT BRANCHES, AND LAY
THEM IN A HEAP' X THEN FASHIONED A CRUDE SCOOP FROM
AN ALUMINUM SECTION. WITH MY CLASP-KNIF E, I CARVED
EACH BRANCH INTO A SHARP LETHAL STAKE' ESaagygja

By SUN-UP,
MY PIT WAS DUG'
MY HANDS WERE
BLEEDING AND
MY WHOLE BODY
ACHED FROM
THE EXERTION'

I ERECTED THE
STAKES IN THE
FLOOR OF THE
PIT, AND THEN
I STARTED
CAMOUFLAGING
MY PITFALL'

SUN UP'
WHAT'S 4
THAT?
HOUNDS'

HE'S

FOLLOWING
MY TRAIL 4

HOUNDS'



[Quickly i doubled THEN RAN BACK ALONG THE TRAIL
CAREFULLY AVOIDING MY PITFALL.

WAITf WAIT,
UULOK, YOU
sa WOOLS

DRAGGING
HIM ALONG

f

HE NEVER
SAW THE
TINIEST
GLINT OF
MY DEADLY
STEELWIRE
WAITING
FOR HIS

THROAT !

MYWIRE HAD
.

DONE ITS WORK ' THE COUNT LEFT MULOK
HANGING BY HIS THROAT. MULOK'S DEATH INFLAMED
|CABEZAS LUST FOR THE KILL . . . HE WAS SATAN f

My LAST TRICK WAS MY PITFALL, HIDDEN ON THE TRAIL
UP AHEAD OF THE COUNT.

. . ffT77>rrrW7B- , 777^».—r«

COME ON, BOYS
PICK UP THE „
TRAIL '



A PITFALL... WITH
SHARP STAKES?
HA.' VERY GOOD' -

I WILL TRAVEL
EASIER WITHOUT
THESE STUMBLING
BRAYING HOUNDS'

The hounds
CHARGED RIGHT

ON INTO THE
PIT' BUT THE
COUNT WAS. THE
DEVIL INCAR-
NATE' HIS EYES
WERE LIKE AN
EAGLE’S' HE
SPOTTED MY
TRAP... JUST
AS HE HAD
SEEN MY STEEL

WIRE 'BUT TOO
LATE TO STOP
THE DOGS...

I WATCHED FASCINATED, AND TERROR-THE FOOL HAS BLUNDERED
THROUGH THE FOREST? HE HAS
LEFT A TRAIL OF BROKEN
BLADES OF GRASS AND TWIGS?

MY QUARRY IS CLEVERER THAN
I EXPECTED? 600D' IT MAKES
THIS CHASE MUCH MOREM EXCITING?

STRICKEN AT THE SAME TIME, AS THE
COUNT, WITH UNCANNY PRECISION
FOLLOWED MY TRAIL DIRECTLY
TOWARD MY HIDING PLACE.

HA? I HAVE FLUSHED MY
PREY? HE CHARGES ME... I

SIGHT BETWEEN HIS EYES.
Straight
AT ME HE
CAME? I

THINK HE
SENSED HE
WAS CLOSE
TO THE KILL?

HIS EYES
WERE BRIGHT,

AND HE
STALKED
ME LIKE
A COBRA
ABOUT TO
STRIKE? I

COULDN’T
JUST LIE

THERE?

I

WAS BURST-
ING TO
BREAK
AND HUN-



The next few moments were full of confusion?
SOMEONE FIREO A PISTOL OFF TO MY RIGHT? THE COUNT
NEVER DID GET A CHANCE TO TRIGGER HIS CROSS-BOW? HE

CLUTCHED HIS SHOULDER AND STUMBLED OFF INTO THE
jungle.

. rrrurflmn^^f?—

ALEC, YOU'RE '
I WAS WASHED UP, 43 AND ALL,
ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE ISLAND?
WHO IS THAT GUY? WHY DID HE a

Sfo. WANT TO KILL YOU ? BMfl

ALIVE' YOU
ESCAPED FROM
THE PLANE?

MOTHEROFHEAVENT I HAVE
STUMBLED INTO A JUNGLE WASPS’
NEST ? I MUST GET AWAY ? _
AAARGHF THE PAIN ? )

MY SHOULDER? I HAVE BEEN HIT?
'

WHERE DID THAT OTHER ONE COME ,

FROM? NOW I AM THE HUNTED ^
AND THEY ARE THE HUNTERS?

WKwhat...

We heardhim
CRASHING AROUND
IN THE BRUSH...

AND THEN THERE
WAS SILENCE?
WHEN WE CAME
UPON THE BODY,
THE FEATURES
WERE SWOLLEN
BEYOND RECOG-
NITION. HE HAD
BEEN LITERALLY
STUNG TO DEATH
BY THE HUGE
WASPS?



T*®VAULT
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r So...WE MEET AGAIN, DEAR READER? WELCOME? WELCOME ONCE MORE'

TALES FROM MY VAST COLLECTION OF CHILLING,HAIR- RAISING, SPINE-
TINGLING STORIES. . . TALES THAT I GUARANTEE WILL MAKE YOUR RLOOO

,

FREEZE IN YOUR VEINS AND THE HAIR ON THE BACK OF YOUR NECK A
BRISTLE WITH TERROR/ THIS TALE.I CALL. . . M

THE DEAD '

MILL RETURN/



The man called bent tunneo the boatabouno and

MADE FOB THE BEACH BELOW THE TOWERING LIGHT-HOUSE.
’ WENT OVEN

DRILLED'

ItK t 16,000 1

FORTUNEf

DARLING T
RID OF HIM A1



• DAY, THINGS DID NOT 00 AS SMOOTHLY AS
INEOf BENT AND FLO COULD NOT FIND A

HOUSE.' DON'T WORRY/ WE' 1

HIGH SEA COULD

aasp!.[wouldn't

IT.. .IT'S HANKfMY HUSBANDf HE'S..

COME BACK! HE'S COMEBACK
^FROM THE SEA ...jrzzSSZ

*FLO.' FLO..
WHAT IS IT*



'we've got to

I'T LOOK AT HIM, FLOr HE'S

IDLY RECOGNIZABLE . ATTE

CO/MC/D£MC£.'

rrif.^f 99"^ and carried i

WE LL DRIVE OVER TO MARINER S M YES
-mnrtrr SENT... I... I FEEL’

#10K< LET'S GET .

.OUT Of HERE

irtt/M0f NOT A WORD V
-

DON'T /DON'T YOU TAKE

|

THE DINGHYOUT



FLO? COME
I QUICKLY'



HANK.'hes outsideI KNEW, TMC N. THAT NOTHIN GOOD WOULD

NOT H£LP MYSELF f I WAS CPAIf WITH
LONELINESS

r

HANK AN' ME, ALONE V
HERE FON TWO YEARS? SEEIN' NO ONE f

NEVER TAKIN' ME ANYWHERE f I COULDN'T
HELP MYSELF • WHEN BERT CAME .

. I FELL



THE TOP OF '

COMM'
e4sp



FLO' THE L/OHTS OUT' YOU... YOU..

WRITE TO ME IE YOU LIKE



« MOST HIDEOUS CURSE UPOK IT' MAY THIS WEALTH CORRUPT

AND INFEST EACH SUCCEEDING GENERATION, UNTIL THIS

HERITAGE OP HATE AND MUROER SMALL BLOT OUT THIS

FAMILY AND THE WORLD SMALL KNOW NO IMRE OP THE VILE J
HARKLEY BLOOD? REQUIE80AT

: SPLENDID HOMF

SOME IMPENDING

RE UNDER THE S

TERROR SURROUNDING THIS ONCE

VERY WALES SHAKE AS IF FROM S

SHADOWY DWELLERS LIVING HE I

cuMe c/~

nwv. J.i' T.aw
9 K&M* Wzi

'

fiTfBJ H g> iW*'nM\mm
\ SuspehStort 5h BJtLWjHm



I YOU BELIEVE THAT /B-BUT, COUS* ’

OLD FAMILY CURSES.. /CHARLES. SUPPOSE

SPECIFIED THAT ALL i

MIS WEALTH SHALL GO





LET 6-SO'
AAAAAHHf

'DC AO, YOU lOtOT' NO
ONC COULD LIVE

LOOKMO AT
CHARLES*

DON'T TH««



THAT 1







e glitter of the huge diamond in Cran-
dall* upturned palm almost blinded him.
Even in the darkened room, its brilliance was
enough to illuminate the sharp contours of his

crafty faoe. His eyes were wide with a joy he
had never felt before . . his thin lips quivered
with anticipation and triumph! He had found
it . . . after year* as Butler here in the house of

Silas Morgan, he had at last uncovered the
secret hiding place ef the fabulous Diamond
•I Death!

Suddenly the door behind him swung open
and Crandall whirled in surprise. The old
man himself . Silas Morgan leaning on his

cane .
.
came slowly into the room, his eyes

focused on the glistening gem still held in

Crandall’s palm

"Y-You've found it.” Morgan stammered,
his own eyes growing wide as they con-
templated the priceless diamond. "P-Put it

back . it will never bring anything but
tragedy to you. you fool! Put it back before it

casts its spell over YOU. as it has over every-
one who has possessed it!"

Crandall's fist closed tighter over the
sharp-edged stone, and he strained to re-

member the legend that had grown around
the gem he had found at last. What were the
stone's peculiar . almost supernatural .

powers supposed to be? Oh. yes

The old man lunged at him in that instant

and Crandall stepped aside quickly, his foot

shooting out in time to send Morgan crashing
headlong to the floor. So the owner of the
Diamond oI Death was supposed to disap-
pear without a trace, he thought to himself,
raising Morgan's cane and smashing it

against the old man’s skull) Well . he would
make certain that Morgan, its last owner
DID vanish forever!

Crandall slammed the furnace door s
and left the cellar, his giggle turning to a n
of laughter. Old Morgan was gone . . .

trace of the man who collected valuable
gems and tropical plants would EVER be
found after the flames had done their work!
With satisfaction he felt the huge diamend in
his palm as he entered the plant room to look
around lor the last time. His gaze darted from
one color-splattered leaf to another . . . never
again would he have to tend these monsters
of the jungle!

Something rubbery grazed the back of his
neck and he whirled with surprise. The thing
that Morgan had called the "Man-Eater" was
reaching its long green tentacles toward him!
Desperately he tried to step away from its

groping leal . but a sinuous arm enveloped
him and dragged him inezerably toward the
plant's gaping mouth! Crandall struggled . . .

a scream shrilled from his lips .
. but he was

held last and drawn closer and closer to that
yawning mouth) He tried io squirm free . .

scratch and bite his way free . . but his head
was being enveloped in that stifling foliage
that wouldn't permit him to fight back . .

The movement inside the swollen bud of
the "Man-Eater" stopped ... all was quiet in
the room And then something appeared on
the Ups of the plant trembled there for an
instant ... fell quickly to the floor. The room
was once again swathed in quiet and dark-
ness i except for the Diamond of Death
gleaming at the foot of the Man-Eater plant!



In THE SEVENTEENTH CENTURY, WHEN ALFRED LEHONE

T

WAS A
JRGEONS SCHOOL OF HAMPSHIRE, IT WAS THE STRANBE BUT UNIVERSE
TOFESSORS TO PROVIDE THE CADAVERS USED BY THE** PUPILS FOR
IIS FACT. AND A MAD DESIRE TO KEEP HIS JOB AT ALL COSTS. . CAI
[ROTATION AS . .— .—

.

NSTRUCTOR AT THE
EPTED CUSTOM FO"
ENTATION? OUT OF
MUT'S ORUESOME
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THROUGH

J
fINOH. RETIRING GCCAU 3E OF

' IU.-HtM.TR FROM THt ROST THtV
•AVI HIM r THtYVL H LOOKING
FOR A SOOOISSOR A* GOVERNOR

' OF THE MEOICAL SCHOOL X
must set THt joaf n means '

‘AS MUCH AS LIFE itself to me? .

Throwing mi customary oaution

OURiyjS .GLITTER



HANDFUL OF HARDY MEN I

ARE ANXIOUS TO EARN i

SOVEREIGN FOR A DAY'S

ANO SET THE CADAVERS READY ^
TOR THE GREATEST EVENING d
or MY LIFE 'BUT THOSE KK.LGRSJ
I HIRED THEY MIGHT NEED A 1
LITTLE PRODDING' I CAN'T

“
HAVE THEIR LAZINESS INTERFERE

'

WITH MY CAREER'j^M^



•what* THAT T
»... STARTLED Mi

wJkX/l-' mhRIH



' STEVEf STEVE'

,

WE RE LOSWS \
T ALTITUDEf J

SEEMS TO BE /
JAMMED' THE ^
MOTOR'S CONKMG
I OUT f





YES. MR STEPHEN CRANE ' I FOUND
YOUR NAME AMONG YOUR EFFECTS'
PERMIT M( TO INTRODUCE MYSELF '

I AM COUNT ALVAR OABEZA. WE FOUM
YOU UNOON8CIOU8 IN FRONT OF THE

The count had a lavish meal pm
WAS EXCELLENT, the count WAS 1

SOMEHOW 1 COULD NOT ENJOY IT i T
OVERTONE TO THIS WHOLE CASTLE .

OCCUPANTS, COUNT ALVAR CABEZA
SERVANT, MULOK-. (

~

STEEL





I Quickly i ooublco I THEN RAN BACK ALONG THE TRAIL
.. . CAREFULLY AVOIDING MY PITFAU—

STRETCHCO A FINE STRAND I HAD
UNRAVELLED FROM THE GABLE.

|

ACROSS THE TRAIL. THROAT HISHf

ULUK, R
FOOLr





MY SHOULDER' 1 HAVE BEEN HIT'

WHERE DID THAT OTHER ONE COME
FROM' NOW / AM THE HUNTED ^
AND THEY ARE THE HUNTERS' Ji

WHAT

MOTHER OFHEAVEN '
I HAVE

STUMBLED INTO A JUNGLE WASPS
NEST ' I MUST GET AWAY '

We DID FIND A
BOAT AND WE
SAILED FROM
THAT ISLAND OF
HORROR' THE
LAST THING WE
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Welcome,once again.to the vault of horror? i see we have many mew readers with ^
US THIS TIME' HEH.HEH' 1 TRUST YOU HAVE PROPERLY PREPARED YOURSELVES' BY THAT I MEAN,
YOU HAVE MADE SURE ALL THE DOORS AND WINDOWS ARE LOCKEO, HAVEN'T YOU? FOR, THE TALE
1 AM ABOUT TO UNFOLD WILL TRULY BE AN INITIATION FOR YOU? YOU OTHER READERS WHO
HAVE BEEN HERE BEFORE... READY? HEH, HEH.HEH? GOOO' NOW, LIE BACK IN YOUR GRAVE ANO GET
A GOOO GRIP ON YOUR NERVES BECAUSE WE ARE ABOUT TO BEGIN THE STORY I CALL: •



NOW, THAT'S STRANGE f 1*0 SWEAR
THIS SHOP WASN'T HERE BEFORE '

1 PASS HERE AT LEAST TWICE A DAY 1

FUNNY HOW I NEVER NOTICED IT fA

* POLL? NO' TM AFRAIO THAT'S

NOT WHAT I HAD IN MIND f MAYBE
YOU COULD

HERE, SIR' I X
THINK YOU WILL '

BE INTERESTED
IN THIS... THIS... .

DOLL .'

A WAX DOLL THAT WILL BE THE EXACT DUPLICATE OF

ANYONE YOU NAME' ONLY, OVER THIS DOLL I SHALL
CASTA VOODOO SPELL' AND WHATSOEVER
HAPPENS TO THE DOLL, SO SHALL IT

ALSO HAPPEN TO THE PERSON IN

WHOSE LIKENESS THE OOLL IS MADE

A VOODOO DOLL? what9 YOU DO NOT CARE FOR

ROT.'

FOR THE PAST THIRTEEN YEARS,

CALEB STANDlSH HAD LEFT HIS

PALATIAL SUITE OF OFFICES AT

PRECISELY FIVERM .AND HAD
WALKEO ONE BLOCK TO THE
CARAGE WHERE HE ALWAYS
PARKED HIS CAR. BUT }

DAY. HE LEFT EARLY.

HMM.
. ANTIQUES... ODOITIES ' SOME

NICE THINGS IN THE WINDOW' 1
"

THINK I'LL GO IN... MIGHT BE^
able to pick up
SOMETHING NICE
FOR SALLY'

TH/S

THE POWERS OF THE

DARKNESS ,
SIR, ARE

. INFINITE f FRET NOT.

FOR I HAVE THAT
. WHICH YOU SEEK '

l‘M LOOKING FOR A GIFT TO

GIVE MY WIFE, BUT IT'S SO
DARK IN HERE 1 CAN'T SEE
YOUR WARES' COULDN'T .
WE HAVE A BIT MORE
M LIGHT »

THIS OOLL, SIR, PERHAPS \THE DEVIL ARE YOU

YOU WOULD BE INTERESTED * TALKING ABOUT
IN ONE NOT SO ORDINARY.'
perhaps, a voodoo
doll 5



HEM' YOU DISBELIEVE' BUT IT'S TRUEf

J

I I

IN THE PAST! HAVE MAOE MAN V SUCH \ DON'l
DOLLS. ..FOR THOSE WHO MIGHT WISH..V BELIEV
AH... HARM TO ANOTHER f YOU'I.

BEFORE YOU 60. REMEMBER THIS f ^
IF EVER YOU WISH TO DO SOMEONE
HARM... OR TO KILL SOMEONE. COME
TO MEf MY VOODOO DOLLS... A

T ST STOP?
T-TAKE YOUR
HANDS FROM^ me r

H EH ? MEM'OLO CALEB CERTAINLY
LEFT THERE IN A HURRY ' HE HAD
BEEN GREATLY FRIGHTENED AND

HOME THE WEIRD /ALL THE ..... ....

SHOPKEEPER'S WORDS ECHOED
AND RE-ECHOED THROUGH HIS
MIND f HEH? HEH' HEM.' >

Caleb entered his house , and
ASHE OUIETLY CLOSED THE DOOR,
HE HEARO HIS WIFE'S VOICE ...

\ DARLING, DON'T BE
\ SO IMPATIENT 'FOR

) ALL THE MONEY
HE'LL LEAVE ME S

• WHEN HEDIES, I ^
CAN AFFORD TO BE
NICE TO THE OL' GOAT'

...«IHHfC * KISS... ,

SOUNDS LIKE SALLY IS TALKIN6
TO SOMEONE f SHE OOESN'T 1

EXPECT ME HOME THIS EARLY...
1

I'LL SNEAK IN AND SURPRISE \
THE SWEET, YOUNG THING' A





0000 M0RNIN0, CALEB'] DOH'T
OH_ WH AT A BC AUTI- j TOUCH
FOL STATUE ' AMO. ITHAT.'
WHY, IT'S A A

HE

'

WHY, CALEBf/ER_ AH.-YESf YE* I HAO
THAT IS A [IT MADE < BUT.. I OOHT
STATUE OF \ WANT YOU TO TOUCH IT<

H£, ISN'T/lT-irsVEWY. OEUCATl<YC

I IT* OEUCATE' PROMISE YOU^ *OH‘T TOUCH irfj

\ it' JKM

THAT'S 3000' OH'..

THERE'S THE PHONE

!

OF COURSE, CALEB, YOU f OK SALLY... MUY, MOW CAN
OEARf ¥ IT WLL MAKE C YOU SAY THOSE TMMB8 f
YOU HAPPY, I PROMISE WHEN YOU DON'T MEAN 5

NOT TO 30 NEAR ITf YOUVjMEH* HOW CAN YOU UE )
SWEET OARLINS'YOUhCr
NOT AN3RY WITH lA
OL' ME ARE YOU. T-'

0£AR* J

r ALL RI8HT. SALLY ( I'LL

JUST PUT THE STATUE UP

r HERE ON THE SHELF T
L OUT OF HARM^ WAYf J

NO.. NO. SALLY . I’M.





POOR CALEB' HE DISLIKED HUNTING

SALLY BECAUSE HE STK.L LOVED
HEN' BUT HE HAS JEALOUS, ANO
r THAT WAS THE ONLY WAY HE
COULD KEEP HER, THAT WAS HOW
IT WOULD BEf WELL, PIENDS,

SALLY RECOVERED RAPIDLY.

Once again the doctor was summoneo sally's leg had
BEEN BROKEN AND SHE HAO TO REMAIN IN BED FOR A LONG WHILE

HEH. HEM' CALEB WAS VERYHAPPY

'

BUT IT DIDN'T LAST

SALLY' SALLY

f

FOREVER* SALLY BECAME WELL

WHY, yOU OLD FOOL f /SALLY, PLEASE- DON'T 1 iVt GIVEN

YOU BEEN SPY/H6 ON / YOU EVERYTHING ' I BEG OF YOU «

ME, THAT'S WHAT (L LEAVE THAT MAN' I CAN'T STANO
SPY/H6 ON ME * IT ANY LON6ER* PLEASE. DARLING,

PLEASE' YOU LOVED ME

I ONCE

CALEB? WHA_?\ DON'T PRETEND. DEAR ' l’

WH . I X thought] KNOW WHAT'S BEEN GOING

YOU WERE OUT[J ON, BUT BUT I CAN'T BE
IT!, ANGRY WITH YOU' SALLY,

PLEASE X LOVE YOU >





Mr. Vault-Keeper,

I would very much like It If you would send me a
picture of your slimy self. I always read your

comics on the bus ride home because I'm the last

one off The tale I liked best is "The Mask of Hor-

ror" In [RCP VAULT #5). I only have two books
And I also like to draw pictures of the three

storytellers. The Old Witch, The Crypt-Keeper
and my favorite one, The Vault-Keeper

Jesse Ryan Deering

Omer, Ml

Dear Vault-Keeper.

I just wanted to ask for your picture, but as long

as I am here I guess I'll tell you some things, like

my fave mag is yours I just recently got a

subscription to all of the honor mags. My fave

story is "The Mask of Horror" [In RCP VAULT
#5].

Alan

Beathalta. IL

Dear Vault-Keeper,

I love your comics. I am your biggest fan. I have
The VAULT OF HORROR 1.2,3,4.5.6.8410.
Did you ever think about getting your own show
like Tales from the Crypt?" It would be really

coot tf you did Could you send me an autograph?

Blaise Caroleo
Staten Island. NY

See there, HBOI My picture they went, my
autograph they wantl Amicus thot I was
star-material. I’ll even pay for the puppet-
rod implants (CK saya they're tax
deductible)! -VK

Dear VK.

I Just want to say that EC comics are the best. I

buy every issue. My favorite tale is from [RCP
VAULT #3). "Graft In Concrete!," another

favorite is from (RCP CRYPT #5]
'Squarsh...Anyone ?" There's a certain tale I've

been dying to read, could you tell me what
upcoming issue it will be In, or if there is one? It's

called "Dead Walt."

Billy Ray Price

Meridian. MS

“Dead Walt!" appeared in VAULT OF
HORROR #23, which will be our VAULT #12,

and I told the tale, so you know it's goodl If

you can’t wait, It’s also In Gladstone's
VAULT #4 (see our ad elsewhere this iah).

So, If you’re dying to read It, you can chosa
between a slow death or a fast one.
Decisions, decisions. Squarsh? —VK

Dear Vault-Keeper,

I could remember back when I saw this movie
about this girt who would draw monsters and they

would come to life and do what her drawing
showed. Since then I love anything to do with

horror. I would see many movies and watch many,
many horror shows on TV. One day I went to my
local newsstand and noticed a comic book that

said VAULT OF HORROR I picked it up and
looked at it. It was worth every penny. I wanted to

read it so bad. but when I got home I had to cut

the grass. The book was on my mind during the

1 Vi hour period. It soon was dark which made a

perfect environment. I had my soda pop and
chips ready as I read. It was great.

1 have been doing my own comic Ijooks. Although

my drawing ability is not yet perfect, nor my tales

either, when I'm down I read some CRYPTs and
VAULTS.

John Hempstead, age 1

7

Struthers, OH

What a charming scene of domestic life,

what a typical, Theodora Cleaver picture of

chorea, snacks & delayed pleaaure. . .

How disgusting! This is 90s, kiddo;
Immediate gratification and hedonistic
pleasure up to your ears! My kinda townl

—VK

[Don’t let VK discourage you, John. Sounds
great to usl]

Dear Vault-Keeper.

What's up? I was reading your issue #2. and the

stories are so wild They keep you in suspense
through the whole story. Some are switched
around, you think someone did It, and the other

person really did It. 1 like the way you do that. 1

love reading the comics at night Keep it up.

Rich Armes
Kankakee, IL

Hoy, Rich, I consider it a vote of confidence
that, altho you don’t know what I’ve got up,
you want me to keep It there! —VK

MORE AFTER 'RATS HAVE SHARP TEETH"



The tingling air and the gleaming
snow-capped peeks of the Carpath-
ian mountains attract vacotioners

from all over the world f Trudging (
up the flonk of the Crogghom is ai

little group of climbers.. .

—

From a little village in the southern

S
ort of Transylvania.. Viktor
orok.

.

. —vnw^/i
And from America, honeymooning
in this romantic setting.. .John and
Edna Famum . .

.

And the English brothers... students,

enjoying their summer freedom
from classes at Oxford. . . Reggio
and Eric Smythe . .

.

These are the people who will follow their srizzleo guide, the
ROUMANIAN JAM BOD/LA, INTO THE AOVENTURE AND EXCITEMENT THEY
SEEK ' THEY KNOW THEY FACE DAMOER, BUT HOW CAN THEY KNOW OF
THE HORROR THEY WILL MEET WHEN TERROR STRIKES IN THE FORM
OF A... s' \

SH-H-Mf NO ONE MUST
HEAR ME, MR FARNUMf
I MUST WARN YOU OF

SOMETHING ... 41 HORRIBLE

M



mm\



Ai.



LOOK HOW ms EYES 5MM« <
j

THE MOON IS RISINO AND HIS S
EYES TURN REOf IT'S THE
FIRST SION.. WE MUST WATCH^ MM CAREFULLY f -A

HER HAND' HE LOOKS AT HER HAND
AND SEES THE SlSN OF THE ,
PENTAGRAM VISIBLE ONLY
TO HIM ' SHE WILL BE HIS H
FIRST VICTIM' WE MUST

SAVE HER'

BUT EVERYBODY'S NOT
HERE ' WHERE IS... EONANT

WHERE ISNET - ^



ABOUT HIM NOW
C'MON? LET'S
SPREAD OUT? BE
CAREFUL... AND
IF YOU SEE
ANYTHINS...
SHOOT TO

,

. KILL' J

WE CAN'T
WAIT?

OVER HERE.'
I'VE FOUND HER?
HURRY

f

rES a HUNSRf
ANIMAL ?A ...

WEREWOLF

f

YOU BELIEVE

LME, HOW' J

r U00-BSM? IT'S... 1

l
HORRIBLE' SHE J

MUST HAVE BEEN A
ATTACKED |

BY AN... 1

TRACKS' THEY HEAD UPWARDS?
HE'S CLIMBING TO THE PEAK?
THIS IS THE ONLY WAY DOWN...
WE HAVE HIM TRARREDf f

WIFE * I WANT
TO... KILL
H/Mf I'LL SET.
WHATEVER
UNHOLY THINS

IT Iff .



The loathsome beast
LEO THEM STEALTHILY
ON, SKULKING IN THE
SHADOWS HERE-OART-
IN8 INTO THE MOON-
LIOMT THERE' ME
EVADED THE HUNTERS,
AND LED THEM UR-.UR-

B-BUT DON'T YOU KNOW? THOSE
WHOM THE WEREWOLF BITES.. OR
SCRATCHES ARE CONTAMINATED.'
NOTHING CAN SAVE THEM FROM THIS

'it's NOT SERIOUS,
JAN, LUCKILY' JUST
MY ARIA HE BIT

r I JUST GOT A
' SCRATCH' YOU
GOT HIM JUST

L IN TIME' >

t CAN'T SHOOT' V-^ YOU FILTHY-

HES' JAT THE TOBfJtCL HIM ' J
AFTER V

FARNUM, GETOUT J BEAST

f

I'LL KILL
)

OF THE WAY' YOU'

' ' '

ur v.-i





They lay in their coffins, the quiet oead of olo and haughty cape colony.
ON THEIR BONEY FINGERS THEY WORE THEIR RINGS, AND JEWELS SPARKLED AROUND
THEIR WITHERED NECKS AND ARMS. SEEKING THIS FORGOTTEN LOOT CAME ABNER



’just... a RAT' THEY'VE HONEYCOMBED
THIS PLACE WITH THEIR BURROWS AHO
RESTS' WHEWWW... SURE SAVE ME A

’ START' X...I THOUGHT WAS (
L^STIRRING IN THERE ... SITTING UPfJ

LOVELY MISS LADY DEAN
WITH ALL HER EMERALOS
HEM EMERALDS. ..JMY

-Cw EMERALOS. NOW *rtf

^ANO MERE THEY ARE ..JUST AS
.THAT OLD HISTORY X FOUNO SAIO'.
'MEAL EMERALDS, ALL RIGHT' A I

FORTUNE IN JEWELS f ALL MINE...'

.JUST LIKE THE REST OF THE .

[THINGS THIS GRAVEYARD HOLDS']

YES, THIS IS ONLY THE BEGINNING'
. IN MY ROLE AS HISTORIAN I HAVE
.ACCESS TO OLD RECORDS. OLO*]
BURIAL RECORDS ANO DIARIES' <
THIS WHOLE GRAVEYARD. ..MU ST*
'HOLD HUNDREDS OF THOUSANDS
. OF OOLLARS WORTH OF VALUABLES *

iSOMEDAY.rLL BE MKHfl

WHA . WHAT WAS THAT T I

HEARD SOMETHING ... :6ULP*
‘-V A.. A POLICEMAN

IF... IF ANYONE EVER SAW ME
OIGGING UP THOSE GRAVES, I'D GO
fTO JAIL f AND I CAN’T LET THAT ]
HAPPEN' I’VE GOT TO GETAWAY...

’THINK UP SOME WAY... TO OIO UPX
[THOSE GRAVES WITHOUT . RISK y
tt-i-OF DISCOVERY

S
OME AFTERNOONS LATER, IN THE
TICE OF THE OFFICE OF THE

COMMITTEE IN CHARGE OF THE
COLONIAL GRAVEYARD /-m-

ABNER, THE COMMITTEEm HAS PASSED ON YOUR
APPLICATION FOR THE VACANT d
POST OF CARETAKER ' YOU
fcp-HAVE THE











Dear V-K.

I like the Idea of having hosts for EC comics. In

order I like the Crypt-Keeper because he's very
funny. Next Is the Old Witch who always seems
to be stirring up something new in HAUNT Third,

I like YOU because you're such a nice guy.

Scott Kirkpatrick

Cincinnati, OH

I must be slipping. —VK
Dear CK. VK. OW.
Recently I read one of your horror comics. I

enjoyed it very much. My family went on a trip to
Muskegon; we stopped at a gas station, and I

bought three of your comics. My whole family

likes your comics. I've told my friends about your
comics and they are starting to collect them. I've

been so delighted with your comics that I thought
I’d write.

Tina Montie
Alpena, Ml

'Fees up, you’re. ..the Addams family! —VK

Dear Russ.

In the past I have purchased six of your EC
Libraries. But the one-time outlays of cash for

these tremendous hardback books has
prevented me from doing so recently I never
bought any of the combination reprint issues. I

wanted them in order and not mixed together.

You must have read my mind.

Your new format is perfect for me. I like the

chronological printing, the paper format and
lower price, and I like the quarterly frequency.

I would also like to purchase the Pre-Trend ECs.
None of these have ever been reprinted In any
format that I know of. I also would be purchasing

the post-code issues If you reprint them In this

format Thanks for a super product.

Matt Sturm
Cincinnati, OH

Russ says to say if you DO decide you want
hardbacks (ouch, ouch), he’s published the
entire New Direction (post-code, OUCH)
line, and for a short time only you csn order
the 3-set Pre-Trend books (WAR AQAINST
CRIME; CRIME PATROL; SAODLE JUSTICE;
GUNFIQHTER; SAODLE ROMANCES; A
MOON, A OIRL...ROMANCE and MODERN
LOVE) at a special prepublication price;
write or call for details (EE-Yowl! Now, leggo
the arm, Russ, you'll break It. Again.) —VK

Dear GhouLunatics.

I Just wanted to let you know that all the #1 issues
of the 32-page ECs arrived in perfect condition.

Your packing & shipping department did a careful

job. and obviously cares about the condition the

comics arrive in.

Although the #1s were ordered as back Issues. I

did finally order a premium subscription by
phone, l don't have a car. so the cost of a
subscription is probably equal to or less than

round trip bus fare to a comic shop 12 times a
year, especially now that recent route changes
mean that it now takes 2 buses to get to the

nearest comic shop. Also, the shop relegates
what few ECs they have to the rotating rack. You
have heard this before, but my comic shop copy
of TWO-FISTED looks like somebody drove a nail

through It! All the comic shop people told me how
mutilated the comics would be if I subscribed,

while theirs would be in perfect condition. It looks

like it’s the other way around! I now know that if

they come from you via a premium subscription,

they'll be in perfect condition. I chose the $75
Option #3. As long as they come in a box is all

that matters to me. I always thought Calumet was
a brand of baking powder.

I couldn't help but notice similarities between
"Portrait in Wax!" in VAULT #1 and the 1950s
Vincent Price movie "House of Wax." Not the
plot, but specific details, like corpses disguised

as wax statues and a man who covered his

scarred face with a wax mask. I wonder if it was
just coincidence, or if the writers of the film

"borrowed" these ideas from VK.

I'll consider ordering some of the color prints of

EC covers. I'm assuming they’re the color plates

from the hardcover EC Library. I haven't decided
yet because It would take some of the surprise

out of getting the comics if I saw all the covers at

once.

That’s about all I have to say. Your main requests
in the letter pages are "Subscribe!' and "We
Want Letters!", and now I've done both.

Bobby Birkert

CK mentioned the vide-worthy Vincent in hie
loeol In CRYPT #3, now’s my tuml Before we
crow too loudly about beating Hollywood to
the punch, bear in mind “House of Wax”
was a remake of 1933's "Mystery of the Wax
Museum,” directed by Michael Curtiz. But,
to compare, here’s the peerless Price as
“House’”s Henry Jarrod being unmasked
alongside Craig’s Jules Vendetta In the
same circumstance, from “Portrait in Waxt”
In VAULT #1.

While we're on the subject, I’ve been
catching up on movies released since my
forced retirement, and can recommend the

MORE ON NEXT PAGE



work of Curtis Harrington, specifically In

this connection his “(James” of 1967
starring the “Dlabollque"—al Simone
Slgnoret (Woo-woo!).

For the 3rd part of a Price triple-pley, see
OW’a locol in HAUNT #3 In about 30 days!

You are right, the EC covers are “overruns”
from the ubiquitous EC Library. And, they’ra

so cheapl I moan, they’re so reasonably

priced! Suitable for wallpapering your own
little vaultl Call or write for info. —VK

Dear V-K.

I don't see why people compare your stories to

the Crypt-Keeper's stories. They are all by the

exact same artists and writers.

I have a question: If VAULT #1 actually printed

the FIRST Issue of VAULT, why does the Vault-

Keeper say. "Ah. we meet AGAIN"? Also, when
did Ghastly join EC?

Oliver Bucket

Erie, PA

Why, Oliver, the tale Is in the TELUNG! And
I’M the top tale-tellerl

Truth be told, I told two tales (by the tea-

tore! By golly, I’m getting tongue-tied!) In

the last few Pre-Trend comics; specifically,

In WAR AGAINST CRIME *10 & *11. You can
see those soon in Russ’ Pre-Trend
hardbacks (see above).

“Ghastly" Graham Ingels’ 1st EC work was
likely “Smokin’ Six Guns” In WAR AGAINST
CRIME *1 (1948). He did about 20 stories for

the Pre-Trends. Of course, he was just plain

Graham then. It wasn’t till we GhouLunatics
got ’hold of him he turned “Ghastly!” —VK

Dear Vault-Keeper,

, Why don't you go to HBO and get your own show
like the Crypt-Keeper? You might be good
enough! You aren't my favorite host, but I have

no favorite! I write to all hosts so don't worry. Are

you friends with the Crypt-Keeper? I've always

wondered about that

Ricky Metza
Chicago. IL

MIGHT ba? Huh! —VK

Dear Vault-Keeper.

I subscribed to CRYPT a few months ago and

VAULT Just recently. I think your mag Is the best.

I am going to subscribe to HAUNT, too. but I think

I'll still like VAULT the best.

I read your mag all the time. I love the artwork,

especially by Graham Ingels I am his biggest fan.

Speaking of fan. I would like to know If there are

any fan clubs going to start. In VAULT #2 I read

Glenn Welnrich's letter In VK's Corner asking

about a Fan-Addict Club. You asked someone to

step forward. I would like to know If Glenn would

like fo help me start one. If you would. Glenn,

write to me.

Kevin Spann
5415 Cardinal

Little Rock. AR 72204

See also the locol In CRYPT *3, already In

release. -VK

Dear Vault-Keeper,

I love your gruesome tales. I've read only one

issue of VAULT, I know I'll buy more. It's the best

comic I've ever read. Although I'm not the best

artist in the world. I drew a picture. I hope you will

Dear Vault-Keeper,

I want to know who wrote EC's stories in CRYPT.
VAULT, and HAUNT. Was It the artists? At first,

when I started collecting. I thought it was. Now. I

am not sure.

I am your #1 fan.

Dan Kraut

Philadelphia, PA

At last! My own little #1 fan!

Tha fact la, wa’re not sat up to accurately
list tha authors of the EC stories, but we can
easily (using the von Bernewltz "Checklist”)
list the artists. —VK

Also available this month ars WEIRD FANTASY and
TWO-FISTED TALES. Wateh lor HAUNT, WEIRO
SCIENCE-FANTASY and CRIME next month. Oon't
forget CRYPT, WEIRD SCIENCE and SHOCK. Gat
them at your local comic book shop or SUBSCRIBE
(aaa our ad In this comic lor details)! Back laauas are

SI.SO each plus $2.00 par order lor sSh ($3.00

outside US).

We want lettera! Write to:

VAULT
RUSS COCHRAN

POB 460
WEST PLAINS MO 6S77S

THIS COMIC REPRINTS
VAULT OF HORROR “#14" (S3. AUG 1SS0)

'Voodoo Vengeance i
‘ Johnny Craig

Werewolf" Wally Wood
"Rata Have Sharp Teeth!" Graham Ingels

"The Strange Couple!" Al Feldsteln



but., rvc eor TO set through?
ISN'T THERE AN OTHER WAY? ,

..HOPE NONE OF THESE RUTS ARE DEEP' IF THE

ENGINE GOT WET, I'O BE STUCK GOOOf^^

THIS TALE IS ONE OF MY FAVORITES' I CALL IT...

THE STRANGE
COUPLE?

YOU HAVE BEEN DRIVING FOR TWO HOURS THROUGH THIS BLINDING DOWNPOUR? AT TIMES, YOU ~|

CAN HARDLY SEE THE ROAO AHEAD? HEADLIGHTS DON'T HELP? THEY ONLY REELECT BACK FROM
THE SHEETS OF DRIVING RAIN. ..GIVING THE EERIE EFFECT THAT YOU ARE FOLLOWING A SOLID

WALL OF WATER ? WAIT... THERE'S A LIGHT UP AHEAD? IT'S MOVING UP AND DOWN? IT... IT'S A MAN-
STANDING IN THE ROAD... A STATE TROOPER... SIGNALING YOU TO STOP...

|

YOU CAN TAKE THIS SIOC ROAO? IT V THANKS.

CROSSES THE RIVER *80UT TWO 4 OFFICER.

MILES BELOW? BAO ROAD, THOUGH...J I'LL
CHANCE

You BACK THE CAR UP, AND SWING INTO THE SIOE

ROAO? THE CAR BUMPS AND ROCKS AS YOU GUIDE

IT THROUGH THE BLACKNESS? THE OFFICER WAS
RIGHT? THIS /S A BAO ROAO... FULL OF HOLES. NOW
FILLED WITH WATER...



BLAST'

You PULL YOUR COLLAR UP AROUND YOUR NECK. PULL
YOUR HAT DOWN, AND MAKE A BREAK FOR THE HOUSE .

Suddenly you sit bolt upright^ a light shining
THROUGH THE BLACK DOWNPOUR ' FUNNY' YOU OIONT
NOTICE IT BEFORE' MAYBE IT'S A HOUSE' MAYBE

I HOPE THEY CAN PUT ME UP FOR THE. . . PANT
NIGHT' I'M . -PANT HUMSAY. TOOf_

PERHAPS THEY HAVE A PHOHS . NEED
A MECHANIC TO FIX THE CAR '

YOU KNOCK' THE HOLLOW BOOM ECHOES TNROUOH
THE INTERIOR AN 0 HEAVY SLOW FOOTSTEPS
APPROACH THE DOOR' THE RUSTY HINGES SQUEAK
AND STRAIN AS THE DOOR SWINGS OPEN , . .



WHY. ..THANK
'

YOU, SIR.'

I

WAS WONDER-
ING IF you
COULO PUT^
ME UF... V

OF COURSE.' WAIT MERE? IIt I

GO OOWN INTO THE WINE
CELLAR... AND BRING OF A F
BOTTLE OF MYBESTr^
.VINTAGE' y

THAT'S WHY WE UVE OUT
IN THIS DESERTED FLACE!
I CAN KEEP MY EYE ON
HER... TAKE CARE OF HER!

YOU SIT DOWN? YOU LOOK AROUND/ THE WOMAN IS COWER-

ING IN THE CORNER' HER BEADY EYES FOLLOW THE MAN
AS HE DISAPPEARS INTO THE CELLAR' THEN SHE RUSHES

r MY HUSBANO...IS A VAMPIRE.' 1
THAT IS WHY YOU MUST LEAVE.' ,

TRUST ME! THAT BOTTLE HE’S
A

GETTING... IT’S ALMOST EMPTY*
^JviNOT WINE.' ITS BLOOD*

^

PLEASE f I BEG OF YOU f $Of
YOU ARE IN GREAT DANGER HERE'

MY HUSBAND/ HE IS INHUMAN.[a

INHUMAN

?



YOU'LL MIN
ME, .

You CAN 8EE THAT HE'S INNITATEO' MM TUNNS TO THE TA*LE
AMI POURS A GLASS OF THE NED LKHWO FON HIMSELF' HE
DNINKS IT POAN ANO LICKS Ml» LIPS* THEN HE LEANS TOWANO

WE MAO A DOS' ONE DAT, IT WED' X TOOK THE
POOH THINE AND BUNCO IT IN THE EANOEN
BEHIND THE HOUSE f THAT NISHT, 1 WAS ^
AWAKENED BY THE SOUNO OF A SPADE N THE
SOFT EAHTH? ILOOKEO OUT OF MY WINDOW.^

YOU SMUOOEN? A FEELEM OF NAUSEA SWEEPS OVEN YOU? YOUN
TMNOAT IS TI6HT ANO ONYf THE MAN NISES... TAKES THE
BOTTLE ANO EOES DOWN INTO THE CELLAN ONCE NONE 1 SUO-
DENLY YOU HE AN FOOTSTEPS BEHINO TOu' YOU TUNN

...it was my wipe' she was oiseno at the
DOE'S SRAVEf I PUT ON MY NOBE< I WENT
OOWNSTAINS' SHE WAS DONE WHEN IOOT TO
THE SANDEN, BUT THE 000‘S CORPSE WAS
8TEJ. THEM.. ANO IT WAS PARTIALLY *
* DEVOURED'









5p5

YOU. TOO. CAN PEP UP YOUR HUMDRUM
EXISTENCE WITH SOME HORROR IFIC, TERROR-iFIC
FEAR SOME FICTIONI ALSO, SUSPENSE FUL SURPRISE
ENDINGS AND SCIENCE-FICTION!! CALM DOWN AND, , ,

SCRIBE! m
CARTON-FRESH COPIES HAND STUFFED IN
A STURDY MANILA ENVELOPE AND MAILED
DIRECT TO YOUR HOUSE!

RUSS COCHRAN, PUBLISHER
PO BOX 469

WEST PLAINS. MO 65775
Mttk, 417-256-2224 mbW or call 1-B00-EC CRYPT mm

PHOTOCOPY on YOUR OW*. PAPER (



YET MORE EC COMICS!!
FOR APPROXIMATELY A YEAR. GLADSTONE PUBLISHED A LINE OF EC REPRINT COMICS CONSISTING OF THE

TITLES SHOWN BELOW EACH ISSUE CONTAINED 84 PAGES IN FULL COMIC BOOK COLOR. THE FIRST 32 FROM THE

KEY' TITLE AND THE LAST 32 FROM A SECOND TITLE. IN ADDITION. THERE ARE OCCASIONAL ARTICLES ABOUT
THE MACABRE IN LITERATURE. A THEN-CURRENT LETTER COLUMN AND OTHER READER-WRITTEN FEATURES

RUSS COCHRAN NOW HAS THE ENTIRE BACKSTOCK OF GLADSTONE S EC REPRINT LINE 1 EVERY ISSUE IS IN

STOCK AND AVAILABLE FOR IMMEDIATE SHIPMENT COMPLETE YOUR EC COLLECTION BY PURCHASING THESE

COMICS!

WHEN ORDERING. PLEASE IDENTIFY AS GLAD TITLE ISSUE #. FOR EXAMPLE “GLAD CRYPT
#1." GLAD CRYPT #1 IS $5.; GLAD CRYPT #4, GLAD WEIRD #1 AND #4 ARE S4 EACH; ALL
OTHER ISSUES ARE S3. EACH. INCLUDE $2 PER ORDER FOR S&H ($3 OUTSIDE US).

Send orders to: mmm Missouri residents must add 6.225% sales tax

Russ Cochran, Publisher 417-256-2224 P.O.Box 469 West Plains, MO 65775

OR to order call 1-800-EC CRYPT and ask for the order desk. USE THIS NUMBER FOR ORDERS ONLY!



THE COMPLETE EC LIBRARY

SURE TO TAKE
ADVANTAGE OF THE SPECIAL
PREPUBLICATION PRICE OF
$200 FOR PRE-TREND! ALL
ISSUES OF WAR AGAINST
CRIME CRIME PATROL
SADDLE JUSTICE;
GUNFIGHTER; SADDLE
ROMANCES A MOON, A
GIRL...ROMANCE AND
MODERN LOVE. IN 3 BOXED
SETS! COMING SOON!

H
yui

(VALOR, M.D.
, IMPACT)

New Direction 2, 4 vols, S95.

(PIRACY. ACES HIGH,
PSYCHOANALYSIS, EXTRA!)

Beginning in the mid-70s, Russ Cochran has been reprinting the entire EC Comics
line by title, from first issue to last, in hardbound, smythe-sewn books. The
Complete EC Library sets reprint each story page, locol, house ad and text piece
exactly as it appeared in the original comic, in black and white on white offset stock.
The covers are in full four-color, and copious annotations by EC scholars appear
throughout the series.

These sturdy, complete, permanent reference works are boxed by title in deluxe,
illustrated slipcases. Each 9 by 12 inch volume reprints about six comic books.
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Welcome, readers. WELCOME TO THE VAULT
OF HORROR .

r THIS TIME I HAVE A TALE FOR
YOU THAT EVEN PUZZLES MET STRETCH OUT
COMFORTABLY, NOW... AND COVER YOURSELVES
WITH DEEP BLACK DIRT TO KEEP WARM.' I

WOULDN'T WANT YOU TO CATCH COLD FROM /
THIS CHILLER I CALL

NOW LISTEN, HENRY' EITHER ) OKAY, BOSS'
YOU GET YOUR STORIES IN ^ OKAY. YOU'RE \
ON TIME OR YOU LOOK FOR ) RIGHT/ BUT IT'S I
ANOTHER PUBLISHER ? XNOT MY FAULT? >
THIS BUSINESS OF BEING

} FRIENDS ARE ALWAYS
LATE HAS GOT TO STOP/) BARGING IN ON ME...

TUTth THROWING PARTIES....
!H MYAPARTMENT/ I <

GET R/D OF THEM? )

OKAY, BOSS? I PROMISE.
I WON'T BE LATE AGAIN.
I'LL OUTWIT THEM... .^ SOMEHOW? ^

WELL, EITHER YOU GET
RID OF THEM.. .OH I'LL .

GET RID OF YOU/



At home again, henry davioson
SITS AT HIS TYPEWRITER...

I HAVE A TERRIFIC PLOT FOR
THIS NEXT HORROR STORY? IF

ONLY I'M NOT INTERRUPTED^
HAN6 ITALLf THERE'S

THE DOORBELL? MSM

HIYA, HENRY, OLD BOY?
THOUGHT I'D BRING THE
GANG OVER? HAVEN'T -

SEEN YOU IN A COUPLE .—

r

OF DAYS? r

DON'T LET US BOTHER
YOU, HENRY, IF YOU'RE
BUSY' YOU GO RIGHT \
AHEAD AND WORK, 1

DAHLING?

HENRY? YOU
|

OLD MEANY?
WHY HAVEN'T
I SEEN MORE
1 OF YOU? jC

LOOK, HENRY?
. I GOT A
' TERRIFIC
STORY FOR

YOU? THERE'S.
Lthis GUY, <
^SEE... J

OH, I \
1 BET YOU
SAY THAT

I TO ALL/
THE >

GIRLS... y

THROW
BACK THE

, RUG? I
‘

FEEL LIKE
DANCING?

HEY.'
WHERE'S
YOUR *

LIQUOR,
HENRY*

LEAVING SO SOON, FELLAH?
CAN'T SAY 1 BLAME YOU?
GUY WHO LIVES HERE SUF
STINGY WITH HIS DRINKS?

Some hours later...

WELL, THAT DOES IT? I CANTJ
TAKE ANYMORE OF THIS.' IF ^
THEY LIKE MY APARTMENT SO
MUCH, THEY CAN HAVE IT? I'LL

JUST PACK UP MY CLOTHES AND

.

TYPEWRITER... AND LEAVE' s'

THAT HOUSE? ITS PERFECT.' >

JUST WHAT I NEED? WHY, I

BET I COULD WRITE SEHSA-
T/OHAL HORROR STORIES WITH
ALL THAT MOOD AND

f ATMOSPHERE?
I'LL BUY IT

f



Later, ata real estate agent's office in town..

YOU... YOU WANT TO BUY
HILLFORD MANOR? BUT..

NOBODY WANTS TO BUY
THAT HOUSE? IT'S...

IT'S HAUNTEDf

AH... I'M all set?
PLENTY OF FOOD, TYPE-
WRITER RIBBON, PAPER?.
THIS IS GOING TO BE
ONEATT I CAN'T WAIT
TO BEGIN WRITING?

By candlelight, henry works on
HIS LATEST STORY. HARDLY DOES HE TAKE
TIME OUT TO EAT AND SLEEP, SO EN-
THUSED IS HE .. f THE DAYS PASS.....

THOUGHT YOU'D ) YOU NAUGHTY
LOSE US BY < BOY? HOW COULD
HIBERNATING, ) YOU DESERT US
JR EH? LIKE THAT? YOU
' Tfe MUST COME BACK

H T0 THE C,TY
'
HENRY'

YOU SIMPLY MUSTf .

. BUT... BUT HOW CAN
' ANYONE LIVE IN A
GLOOMY OLD PLACE
LIKE THIS? IT'S...

IT'S AWFUL f J

RETURN TO THE CITY?
NOTON YOUR LIFE? I'VE
FOUND A HOME HERE,
AND HERE ISTAYf J I



NONETHELESS, HERE
I STAY' I'M DRIVING
TO THE CITY TO «
DELIVER A MANU-

]
SCRIPT.ANYONE A
CARE FOR A

fc LIFT?

ER... NO.THANKS,
HENRY? WE'LL
LOOK AROUND X
FOR AWHILE? J \

A FEW HOURS LATER. W SWELL? I'VE HIDDEN

[
LOUDSPEAKERS IN

\ EVERY ROOM,NOOK j
)
AND CRANNY IN

/ THIS DUMP? TED'S
~

DOWN THE CELLAR
SETTING UP A CONTROL
PANEL HE GOT HOLD OF?.

IT WAS A JOB TRYING
~

TO GET THESE SOUND-
EFFECTS RECORDS, AND
THIS PHONOGRAPH

,

^

BUT I GOT THEM? M

r BOY? HAVE /AN IDEA? I KNOW ^
HOW WE CAN GET HENRY BACK TO
THE CITY FOR 6000.' NOW, LISTEN?
HERE'S WHAT WE DO...

8000.' THIS CONTROL
PANEL IS READY TO GO?
WHEN HENRY GETS BACK,
HE'LL GET THE SURPRISE

OF HIS LIFE?

JEAN GOT ALL THE '

SOUND EFFECTS /
RECORDS,TED, AND 1

* I'VE FINISHED '

WIRING THE HOUSE?



HA!HA!HA!HA!
OKAY, JEAN... HE MUST HAVE READ I

THE NOTE BY NOW' SCREAM RIGKjJ
INTO THE MIKE... —3"
LOUD AND SCARYPJ -^OH, THIS IS RICH.' I’VE .

FINALLY GOTTEN RID OF 4
THEM' THEY'LL NEVER
BOTHER ME ANYMORE' HA:
HAY THIS HOUSE... HA.'HA.
HAUNTED.' WHAT A LAUGH

!

MY 60SH.' A

SCREAM.'SOUNDS,
LIKE IT CAME <,

FROM UPSTAIRS ' j

IMAGINATION? I HEAR FOOT-
STEPS.' COMING UP THE STAIRS!
r COMING TOWARD ME.' mr-~T

NOBODY HERE f

HEH...MUST BE MY.
IMAGINATION!

I'LL BET HE'S SCARED
STIPE.' GET THAT *
DATTUN6 CHAINS 1
RECORD READY ! A5TR/AW

.FROM ME'



WHA...WHATS GOING ON HERE?
CHAINS RATTLING ALL AROUND
ME' MOANS ...SHRIEKING' I'M...

I'M GOING CRAZY? THIS PLACE .—i IS HAUNTED' ... -

—
...GOT TO KEEP CALM' LOOK
IN EVERY ROOM.' THOSE...
THOSE SOUNDS' WHERE ARE
B THEY COMING FROM?

SEARCHED EVERY ROOM...ALL
EMPTY

f

YET THOSE WEIRD
N0ISES-4ZZ AROUND BE/THE
CELLAR. ..I HAVEN'T SEARCHED
-—. THE CELLAR'

HtLP! GHOSTS! SPOOKS!
THE HOUSE IS HAUNTED!;



A FEW HOURS LATER, HENRY
RETURNS...WITH THE CON-
STABLE AND HIS DEPUTIES...

HMPF/ CONTROL
PANEL... SOUND '

EFFECTS RECORDS/
THEY TRIED TO SCARE
ME INTO RETURNING/
TO THE CITY i ^

...ONLY THEIR
. LITTLE PLAN
\ BACKFIRED/

/
JUST WHAT/I//?

HAPPEN, WE'LL
PROBABLY NEVER

KNOW/

Henry returns to the-city

WHERE THE GANG STILL WHOOP
IT UPf ONLY MOW HENRY ENJOYS
IT.. HE DOESN'TLIKE BEING
ALONE ANYMORE/

HEH, HEH,HEH ! WELL.
READERS, DID YOU LIKE MY
AMUSING LITTLE TALE? I

HOPE SO/ TO THIS DAY NO
ONE KNOWS WHAT EVIL IS

POSSESSED BY THAT
HORROR HOUSEf HEH /

BUT IF YOU WANT ANOTHER
STORY.. . HEH/ JUST READ



INTRODUCE MYSELF? I AM THE
•HEN THE VAULT-KEEPER ASKED

ME TO BREW UP A SPINE-TINGLING YARN IN MY
CAULDRON AND PRESENT IT TO YOU IN HIS
MAGAZINE,! COULDN’T REFUSE? (I AM HIS

jnc. yr mi vtni dlo i : i y«LL i i . . .



PLEASE' don't go
PAST THIS SPOT...

r PLEASE.'
IPLEASETJ

^NONSENSE, EH? GENTLEMEN.' I WARN YOU .'THE

LEGEND OF THE OKEFENOKEE IS PEAL.' I KNOW.'
YOU'LL NEVER COME OUT ALIVE...UNLESS YOU LET
L ME GUIDE YOU' —

NO 'NO? YOU'RE
WRON6.' I'LL

DO IT FOR
NOTHING.'

INJ ONLY I ^S KNOW WHAT
'IT ACTUALLY

' COME INTO MY
SHACK ...AND I'LL 1

RELATE THE WHOLE
>7 STORY... A



'They had a DREAM, these three' they were going

TO SOLVE THE PROBLEM THAT HAD BAFFLED SCIENCE

FOR CENTURIES < THEY WERE GOING TO SOLVE THE
SECRET Of / IFE. !'

ABOUT TWENTY- FIVE YEARS AGO, THREE PEOPLE CAME TO >
THIS PART OF THE OKEFENOKEE... THREE SCIENTISTS f ONE
WAS MIDDLE-AGED, ONE WAS A YOUNG WOMAN, HIS DAUGHTER,

.AND THE THIRD... A YOUNG MAN... THE GIRL'S nANCEE...

f SO YOU SEE,

MARIE,WE MUST
SEPARATE OUR-

.
SELVES FROM

h SOCIETY.. .AT

I LEAST FOR A
V WHILE.. *

YES
,
MARIE 1 AFTER ALL, WE \

WOULD RECEIVE A GREAT DEAL \
OF CRITICISM' TO CREATEU\l\NOj

MATTER... TO CREATE LIFE .

IS SOMTHING THAT IS CONSIDERED

BEYOND THE REALM OF SCIENCE-

"NOW WE CAN UNPACK OUR EQUIPMENT... ALL
1

JXJR APPARATUS... AND BEGIN OUR WORK
^T LAST... WE ARE
^INiSHEDT-—

<

PERHAPS-. ELECTRICITY, FATHER ? ^
PERHAPS IF WE SHOCKED V
THIS COMBINATION OF iw ^ n-

m willtryN

I
IT, MARIE' WE

' WILL TRY EVERY-
THING f THE ^
CONDITION'OR
STIMULANT IS

WHAT WE MUST
S. DISCOVER... >

THE SPARK OF LIFE, VEXACTLY' WE.
EH, PROFESSOR? V ARE LACKING A

S^~__ _^»-TCERTAINtONOITION'
""rV * CERTAIN -

III.' 1 JJ^STIMULUSJJ

WE KNOW WHAT PROTOPLASM. . LIVING

TISSUE... CONTAINS ' WE HAVE
ANALYZED IT AND WE KNOWEVERY <

CHEMICAL-. IN ITS PROPER PROPOR-
TIONf AND YET... WHEN WE PLACE THEI

TOGETHER. . COMBINE THEM...THEY DO
NOT BEGIN TO.-TO... LIVEf THERE IS

. ONE ELEMENT
-

MISSING...

ELEMENTS...THE
LIVING PROCESS
WOULD BEGIN. . . \





It lived.' the small mixture of chem-
icals AND BASIC ELEMENTS BEGAN TO
LIVES A SIMPLE FORM OF LIFE. ..WITH NO
STRUCTURE t JUST A SHAPELESS, AMOEBA-
LIKE MASS OF LIVING PROTOPLASM f

"And STILL IT GREW, UNCONTROLLED,
BIGGER.. .BIGGER » IT MOVED ABOUT NOW...

OUT OF THE WATER.ONTO THE
LANO...ENVELOPING AND ABSORBING
EVERYTHING IN ITS PATH...



A SCIENTIST.. .TALKING LIKE THAT?
WHAT'S COME OVER YOU, COLBY ? .

WHAT ARE YOU SATINS, YEXACTLY WHAT I MEAN.' I
1

. COLBY? __-^Y QUITTING' THIS...THIS THINO
V TRYING TO DO...? IT’S.-IT'S..

\l WRON6'j—

f YOU SEE, MARIE ? HE'S TURNED \
[OUT TO BE A SNIVELING COWARD? GOJ

ON...COLBY...GET OUT? A TRUE <
^SCIENTIST IS NEVER AFRAID.. .OFJ
P-——

—

tANYTHINCTj——

—

^A/hAT HE SAW MADE HIS BLOOO FREEZE.. .HIS HAIR STAND
ON END 'THE LABORATORY WAS COLLAPSING INTO A MASS
OF QUIVERING WRITHING LIVHO MATTER...



that's quite * YARN , OL
TMER. BUT IF TOO DON'T
MIND, I FIND IT HARD TO
-w. BELIEVE... —<*

The two men push their flatbottom boat out into the
STREAM. .THEIR LAU9HTER DRIFTINfl ACROSS THE STAONANT
SILENT WATER ? SLOWLY, THEY MAKE THEIR WAY UPSTREAM?
SUDDENLY-

' AND THAT'S MY '

TALE FROM THE
CAULDRON FOR .

THIS ISSUE' THE \
TWO MEN REFUSED
TO SWALLOW OLD .

COLBY'S STORY. <

AND SO. HEH.HEH,
THer GOT SWAL-
LOWED UP INSTEAD

SEE YOU NEXT S
ISSUE? BYE, NOW •,



'this IS THE STORY OF a STRANGE CLUB* . . AND A STILL,
Stranger initiation.' i call this tale. . . a9£mM

'HIS CLUB WAS NAMED AFTER ME, ALTHOUGH I DIDNOTAND
DO NOTNOW sanction its strange policies? v.k.

w\jr$W~l

IVIY STORY BEGINS ON A DARK NIGHT, AT THE HOME OF
FRED COOMBES, the TOWN UNDERTAKEN..

.

GENTLEMEN.' AS PRESIDENT OF THE
KEEPER'S CLUB, x hereby call this



NO? I'M AGAINST A
IT? THE WHOLE IDEA

|

IS REVOLTING?
IS NOT THE PURPOSE
OF THIS CLUB TO
SUBJECT PEOPLE

[

TO SUCH A HORRIBLE

l ORDEAL? J

please do not interrupt until i

HAVE FINISHED? UPON UNEARTHING
THE BODY, THE PROSPECTIVE MEMBER
WILL NOTE THE TINE UPON THE
OEAD MEMBER'S WATCH? HE WILL
THEN REPORT BACK HERE TO US?
I, HAVING SET UP POOR WILLY'S

FUNERAL, WILL KNOW IF MR. LAKE

^ HAS FULFILLED HIS MISSION?

I JUST DON'T THINK
ITS RIGHT, THAT'S

all ' nm—
'

\ ALL RIGHT,

) GENTLEMEN?
I’LL PUT IT

TO A VOTE? ALL
IN FAVOR OF THE

L INITIATION-?

LISTEN TO
VARDY

?

SINCE
WHEN DID

YOU GET

SO HIGH

AND
MIGHTY,

VARD?

ThE PROSPECTIVE MEMBER OF THE VAULT-KEEPER'S
CLUB TURNS AND LEAVES THE ASSEMBLAGE, HORROR
AND TERROR ON HIS PALEO FACE,..

SORRY, VARD? YOU'RE OUTNUMBERED?
THE INITIATION STANDS? YOU'LL
FIND A SPADE IN MY GARAGE,

(MR. LAKE? ha*-ha* !

AS THE LAST STROKE OF TWELVE DIES AWAY, THE
RUSTY GATE OF FAIRHAVEN CEMETERY SQUEAKS 01

Warren lake...prospective member of the VAULT-
KEEPER'S CLUB..MAKES HIS WAY SLOWLY OVER THE
SOFT, SILENT EARTH AND STOPS BEFORE A RATHER
NEW-LOOKIN6 HEADSTONE...

| .... „
~ ~

THERE'S...REALLY NO REASON.... TO BE.



A'!$

«

v V

Quicky warren scampers from the yawning
BLACK CAVERN HE HAS DUG, AND BREATHLESSLY
BEGINS TO SHOVEL THE DIRT BACK INTO THE

WHAT ARE YOU
TALKING about ?

JUST TELL US THE
TIME ON POOR
willy's watch
ANO YOU'LL.. .



The rest of the VAULT-KEEPER'S CLUB shouts down varovsAND...
IF YOU
DON'T BELIEVE
ME, LOOK j

"this ts WILLY'S GRAVE,
)

AND IT'S

ALL RIGHT? I BEEN FRES*

REMEMBER THE J l DUG.TOOf
LOCATION WELL' J \ /

WHAT TO' SOME-
IT'S ALL THING

ABOUT' Jfr
TELLS

gyXjgaSL ME.- jt

YOUR-
SELVES .

'

|AnXIOUS HANDS START TO DIG, AND SOON. AND THIS /SMT WILLY

7

LOOKS LIKE SOME-V SOMEONE
ONE’S PULLED A A WHO HAD

ft SWITCH Ml SOMETHING

IjnjBSlP®. TO HIDE...

I WOULD JUDGE THIS PERSON
TO HAVE BEEN DEAD FOR

MORE THAN FIFTY YEARS

WHY. THAT'S NOT
COFFIN.' THE COFFIN WILLY

was BURIED IN' „

I
and YOU f VARDYf

DISCOVERED /J YOU
HIS BODY,

(
MURDERED

DIDN'T YOU?\ WILLY.DIDN'T

1 / \ you? r



NO.'NO.'
IDIOM' T...

AND... I NEVER /
QUESTIONED
THAT HISOEATH 1

WAS ANYTHING '

BUT NATURALf

you'll WHAT') YOU HAVEN'T ANTTH/NO ON ME/ YOU
CAN'T PROVE A THING.' DOAHEAD/
PINO WILLY'SBODY' GO AHEAD.' A

Suddenly,

LOOK

f

WHAT WAS THAT? UKE A

MUFFLED
EXPLOSION.'

t

j^£.



OKAY,

I
VAROY?

|
DON'T

THERE'S NO NEED, GENTLEMEN ?

I CONFESS' I POISONED
HMt.'l HATED HIM? HE STOLE
MY GIRL? AND IF YOU HADN'T
THOUGHT OF THIS STUPID
INITIATION,! WOULD HAVE
GOTTEN AWAY WITH IT? I

\
WILLY WAS VERY
HELPFUL IN

I TELL!NS US
/ WHERE HE WAS
BUSIED/IT WOULD
HAVE BEEN AWFUL
TO HAVE HAD TO DIG

UP THE WHOLE
CEHETEPy TO Ep

SOMEBODY CALL THE
POLICE.' I'M GOING
TO REQUEST AN _O REQUEST AN ,

AUTOPSYf Jg

SIMPLE? I MUST ADMIT IT'S ALL MY
FAULT? IN MY TWELVE YEARS OF
UNDERTAKING, I NEVES BEFORE
MADE SUCH A MISTAKE? I NEGLECTED

TO OS/LL HOLES IN THE CASKET
TO ALLOW THE BASES FROM THE

I DECOMPOSING BODY TO ESCAPE'
1 WHEN THE PRESSURE BUILT UP... «
l~ / poof' /arik. —: _

FRED, JUST
HOW DID
THAT

EXPLOSION
HAPPEN?

SEEMS LIKE LAKE, HERE,

OUGHT TO BE ALLOWED TO
JOIN THE CLUB ANYWAY,
FRED... EVEN THOUGH HE
DIDN'T ACTUALLY
FULFILL HIS MISSION? 1

GEE? NOW WE'LL HAVE
ANOTHES VACANCY
TO FILL WHEN THEY
EXECUTE VARDY?

SAY... PERHAPS YOU'D
UKE TO APPLY?



COME NOW, TO A CARNIVAL ...TRAVELING FROM TOWN TO TOWN... AND
I WI LL_S

H

OW YOU AN INTERESTING EXHIBIT CALLED...

STEP RIGHT UP, LADIES AND GENTLE-
MEN? SEE ZOBO... THE LIVING CORPSE?
ZOBO...WHO STAYS UNDER SIX FEET >

OF EARTH... BURIED ALIVE. .

.
ft*

to FOR EIGHT HOURS... . -^BA'„ — /they

/ PHONEYfjPUMP
Sto-'-XVBr AIR '

OKAY, SAM? THE JOINT'S

CLOSED? I'LL DIO YOU t>

kjj OUT, NOW? r MM



'wHEW'BOY, IT WAS,
HOT DOWN THERE
TODAY? MADE IT

TOUGH ON MY "v
> "SHALLOW

-

'

BREATHING'.'

TAKE IT EASY,

SAM? I'LL BE

SEEING YOU?

’'HOP IN, RITA?
YOU LOOK -<

GOOD TONIGHT?

I FEEL GOOD,
PAUL? LET'S GO,
SOMEPLACE AND

~-r DANCE? ^
r

rSO...THAT‘S THEl
• SCORE? THAT NO- 4

j

GOOD DAME...SHE*SJ

> TWO-TIMING ME??

ALL RIGHT? GO 'HEAD?

TALK YOUR WAY OUT
OFTHIS— IF YOU >
W CAN.' a IF

F I'M DOIN' IT FOR US SAM...

YOU AN' HE' I GOT A PLAN...

AND WHEN WE'RE THROUGH,
OUR CANNY DAYS'LL BE
OVER ' WE CAN GET MARRIED

LIKE YOU WANT?

'MAKE IT GOOD,TlISTEN, WILL YOU? I GOT THIS GUY ON
'

RITA, OR Jit STRING? I TOLD HIM YOU AN' ME
S'HELP ME,

)
WERE MARRIED BUT THAT I'M TIRED

I<LL- jofl °F YOU? HE'S RICH, SAM? HE CAN BE

TAKEN FOR PLENTY' HERE'S MY Ijljt

PLAN- k



Suspiciously
SAM LISTENS
AS RITA UN-
FOLDS HER
DIABOLICAL

AN* THEN YOU BUST IN... AND WHEN^
HE SLUGS YOU, YOU FLOP AND START
THAT SHALLOW-BREATHIMS of
YOURS? HE'LL THINK HE KILLED ,

' YOU... AN
1 THEN I'LL GET HIM TO /

BURY YOU? LATER, I'LL COME L
Die YOUUP' WE'LL BLACK- \
HAIL HM FOR p.fnty?

^ SOUNDS OKAY RITA?
^

ONLY YOU GOTTA GET
ME OUT IN LESS THAN *

AN HOUR? I CANT LAST
MORE than FIFTY-
FIVE H/NUTES...

[
7.. IT WON'T BE LIKE THE SHOW.'
I WON'T HAVE A COFFIN... .

I'LL BE IN DIRT AND I CAN
ONLY LAST FIFTY- FIVE MINUTES

I
with THE AIR INMY LUN6S' .

“hop IN, RITA? I LET THE ^
SERVANTS OFT TONIGHT? J

HOW ABOUT COMING TO MY
HPLACE?

1

SO ARE YOU, RITA!

I'VE DREAMED
ABOUT THIS

MOMENT. .

. )

IT'S BEAUTIFUL,
PAUL... JUST
BEAUTIFUL.'



''fAUL' IT'S MY
HUSBAND... AND HE'S

GOT A KNIFE.'

i'll teach you to
FOOL AROUND WITH

» NY WIFE. .

.

Everything goes exactly as planned? sam falls,
STRIKING HIS HEAD... f / u/u.to S

—
GOOD LORD' YOU'RE RIGHT!

V HE IS DEADf^^^^
WHAT'LL WE DO.
PAUL? WHAT'LL
WE DO? —

HE... HE'S DEAD:

And SO. PAUL AND RITA CARRY SAM, FEIGNING
]

DEATH BY CONTROLLED "SHALLOW- BREATHING", TO!
’’DEAD? I... I’M A

^
MURDERER.' THE
-SCANDAL... I'LL

be RUINED.'J

NO. PAUL' WAIT.' T DO YOU
NO ONE KNOWS HE \THINK IT <

WAS COMING HERE?? WOULD
GET RID OF HIS I WORK,
BODY.' I'LL REPORTV RITA?

HIM MISSINB.' /]/
THEY'LL NEVER )

suspect YOUf »J

DEEP ENOUGH, SO HE'LL

SMOTHER TO DEATH... AND
>THEN I CAN OPERATE

ALONE... y-^mM



. RITA? IT'S *
DOME/ueVs

^ o°?
. j

"NO ONE WILL EVER ^fWM? THEY*
FIND HIM OUT THERE, ) MUSTA ^
PAUL? YOU'RE SAFE? j BURIED

,
l

*|^r=_ -r—^SOMEBODY
jgTJj JPfl I BACK THERE?]

'HE'S RICH ENOUGH? I COULD GO
AWAY? HE'LL PAY WELL' I'VE

j
BOT SOMETHING ON HIM NOW? \
I’M GOING TO SEE WHO IT IS

j
J

L HE KILLED?y . T~V



•BOX" IS SAM'S COFFIN. WHERE HE SPENDS EIGHT HOURS
EVERY DAY...BURIED ALIVEf FOR TEN CENTS. YOU CAN LOOK



THE LAST HOAD? YOU
^

THOUGHT YOU'D LET ME
DIE—EH f WELL...WE'LLy
SEE HOW YOU LIKE ^
BEING BURIED
ALIVE'

SAM f THIS
ISN'T THE .

’ROAD!Jt

|

Sam stands on the edge and drops the coffin

GOOD-BYE. RITA' GOOD... Y^AAyHffHH*NOW YOU'RE GONNA DIE IN THERE, RITA' I'M

>
GONNA DROP YOU INTO THIS QUICKSAND'
THEY'LL NEVER FIND YOU. RITAf NEVER.'

As THE COFFIN, HEAVY WITH RITA'S STRUGGLING BOOY,

PLUNGES INTO THE PUTRID, STENCH-FILLED BOG... SAM
follows— r~>7 \ {,

V L^S-LT—

I

MY COAT...

I

NAILED UP
MY COAT

'

.SAM AND RITA ARE BURIED ALIVE... FOR THE
LAST TIME...
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Our story opens in the only hotel in the
SMALL TOWN OF LEINTZ, HUNGARY. IT IS NIGHT...

AND TO SOME OF THE GUESTS IT IS AN EVENING

OF QUIET REPOSE. BUT FOR ONE OF THEM, IT IS

A GRIM, HORRID MOMENT OF VICIOUS DEATH.'



I'M CHECKING
)
WHAT KIND OF

OUT' THREE I A HOTEL IS
DEATHS IN A THIS. ANYWAY?
THREE
MONTHS A 7/ / M
IS 700

J //11
«*w'yS m

r
THIS IS THE
hkmp time it's

HAPPENED' .

THE HOTEL MANAGER IS \
NAMED HUBERT ANTONE ... A
OUIET, NERVOUS INDIVIDUAL
WHO IS NOTHING LESS THAN
APPALLED AT THE HIDEOUS
EVENT.' BUT THEN. ..WHO >
WOULDN'T BE? ;

V. HEH'HEH' Jm

SURE' IT'S
'

‘ AWFULf <
I'M GETTING

. OUTf j

8AH' THREE
TIMES IT'S

HAPPENED?

> ALL THE i

[ SAME VMAY? j

5»i«m5 ALL RIGHT,
GENTLEMEN ...I

CANT BLAME YOU?
KILLER?

|
I’M NOT GOING ^J neitherIf BUT BUT THE 1

I TO STAY IN THIS
]
L AM I? M| POLICE WILL

|

|
PLACE AND BE j. ^ CATCH THE J

Yes .HEH.HEH? THREE MUROERS IN THREE
MONTHS IS ENOUGH TO RUIN ANT HOTEL?

OH -H... THIS IS

THE HOTEL IS 6ETTING A
BAO REPUTATION? IF l

DON'T DO SOMETHING SOON
I'LL BE mj/NFDf



MADEMOISELLE MICHELINE? THIS IS HUBERT'MADEMOISELLE MICHELINE.

FAMED CONCERT PIANIST...

TO GIVE CONCERTS IN ^noAwn* 1‘aoiurtAO wuy

ANTONE, MANAGER OF THE FAMOUS VENETIAN
GARDENS HOTEL IN LEINTZ ? I WISH TO OFFER
YOU MY FINEST HOTEL SUITE TO USE DURING.
YOUR ENGAGEMENT IN BRAVOA f a
1 OFFER IT TO YOU... FH&f 1 YOU ARE TOO

KIND, M'SIEU!
VI

I

i\1||1 I AM HAPPY

BRAVDA * BRAVOA? WHY,
THAT'S NOT FIVE MILES
FROM HERE' SAY-Y-.THAT
GIVES ME AN IDEA' >

JUST A MOMENT

r

WHATS GOINGYES, HUBERT WAS PROUD OF
HIMSELF, AND THAT NIGHT HE
SLEPT BLISSFULLY? HOWEVER,
THE FOLLOWING AFTERNOON,
A LARGE TRUCK PULLED TO A
STOP IN FRONT OF THE >

•> HOTEL?

HA?HA? WITH MADEMOISELLE
MICHELINE AS MY GUEST, THE
TOURISTS WILL F/OMT TO GAIN

ENTRANCE? HA?HA?
I'M A sentUS? ilffl

ON HERE? I

DIDN'T ORDER
ANY PIANO? I

OUR SUITES
ARE ALL ^
COMPLETELY
FURNISHED?

THIS IS OUR FINEST SUITE?MADEMOISELLE MICHELINE?
PERSONAL PIANO? OH?... 4

OH, OF COURSE? CERTAINLY?
CERTAINLY? RIGHT THIS WAY?

IT COVERS ONE ENTIREFLOOR?
I'LL HAVE THIS PIANO REMOVED
SO YOU CAN SET HERS IN ITS ^
PLACE? ER...ANY IDEA WHEN U
THE MADEMOISELLE WILLOWhh arrive?

\ TODAY. SHE
I DOESN'T LET
THIS PIANO *

OUT OF HER ’

SIGHT FOR }
Js. LONG? Jk



HUBERT WAS ECSTATIC WITH
JOY? HE WAITEO ALL DAY IN

ANXIOUS ANTICIPATION...BUT .

MADEMOISELLE MICHELINE <

DIDN'T ARRIVE? LATE THAT J
to EVENING.. ^—

1

.. HER CLOTHES
AND PERSONAL I

BELONGINGS
CAME, SIR. BUT
NOT HER.' y

- WHAT THE DEVIL 'S HOLY
THAT...THAT GIRL

(
SMOKES'

STEPPING FROM X WHEN 1

THE ELEVATOR? <4 0i0SHE
irs maoeno/seue\ GO UP?
MIGHELIHEf

MADEMOISELLE MICHELINE?
IT'S AN HONOR TO HAVE YOU/
AS OUR GUEST? I MUST <\
APOLOGIZE FOR NOT BEING V
ON HAND TO GREET YOU? f
AH. . WE OIDNT SEE YOU
—i CHECK W... i

QUITE ALL RIGHT.
M'SIEU. IT IS OF
NO CONSEQUENCE.
I SHALL BE OUT
ALL EVENING. <

PLEASE SEE THAT \

NO ONE ENTERS jV MY ROOM? J

IDIOT' YOU SAID
SHE DIDN’T ARRIVE

?

WHY DIDN'T YOU «
TELL ME SHE WAS )

k HERE??

BUT_BUT SHE DIDN’T
ARRIVE? I MEAN. SHE
DIDH'T CHECK IN? SEE'
THE REGISTER HASN’T
BEEN SIGNED? MAYBE
THE ELEVATOR BOY...

HEH.HEH? WELL ANYWAY, FRIENDS, WEEKS PASSED
AND THE HOTEL BEGAN TO PROSPER AGAIN?
HUBERT WAS VERY HAPPY? BUT LOVELY MADEM-
OISELLE MICHELINE INTRIGUED HIM...

HONEST, MR. ANTONE? I'VE BEEN
ON DUTY ALL DAY, ANO I SWEAR

.

I DIDN'T TAKE HER UP? SOME-
/

BODY RANG THE DOWH BUZZER 1

ON HER PRIVATE FLOOR...AMD S
» THERE SHE WAS' —

*

>V'

/ HMPH' 'W
’/ SLEEPING \

/ ON THE JOB,
1 PROBABLY ? I

^I VE NEVER J^ BEEN SO ^
EMBARRASSED?

PUZZLING. ..CAN'T UNDERSTAND
HER. NEVER SEE HER DURING
THE DAY... SAYS SHE PRACTICES
AT NIGHT? YET NO ONE HAS J
EVER HEARD HER PRACTICE? ’A

...MAYBE SHE'S A PHONEY? /}



...A CROUCHED.FURTIVE, FIGURE
PROWLED THROUGH THE HOTEL
HALLS AND QUIETLY ENTERED
ONE Of THE ROOMS- r?—

-

YES, EVERYTHING WAS FINE'
GUESTS CONTINUED TO ARRIVE
AND THE FUTURE LOOKED
BRIGHT. IT SEEMED THAT
PEOPLE HAO FORGOTTEN ABOUT
THE GORY MURDERS...UNTIL
ONE NIGHT... r- • «

RIDICULOUS' TOO WELL KNOWN
TO BE A PHONEY' NEVER SEEMS
TO EAT— NOT IN THE HOmjttrMXl
•T1IANM CAN'T F1AURC HER ...



EVERYONE'S GONE? EVERYONE?
EVEN ALL MY EMPLOYEES
HAVE LEFT? I'M ...I'M RUINED'

POOR HUBERT? BUT WHAT COULD'
HE EXPECT? NOT MANY PEOPLE
APPRECIATE BEING MURDERED.'
HEH. HEHf WELL, AS BEFORE,
WEEKS PASSED, AND HUBERT v
WAS ALONE IN THE HOTEL... <
EXCEPT FOR ONE OTHER J

T PERSON?^

^

I ARE CHECKING
OUT? IF THERE’S
A WEREWOLF r-

AROUND,WE‘U
]

VACATION /
ELSEWHERE*/

MADEMOISELLE MICHEUNE!
IT IS SO 6000 OF YOU TO
REMAIN? I AM SORRY I \
CANNOT GIVE YOU BETTER J

.SERVICE, BUT...

) DO NOT APOLOGIZE,
' M'SIEU ? I KNOW .

YOU CANNOT GET \
ANYONE TO WORK

)

HERE. THEY ARE J
ALL AFRAIDf J

NO, THANK YOU, M'SIEU.'
I HAVE LEARNED TO
OPERATE THE ELEVATOR
.MYSELF? GOOD NIGHT?

RIGHT? YOU'RE SO
UNDERSTANDING?
SHALL I TAKE ^
YOU TO YOUR )

V SUITE? 7
|

ACH? I’M A NERVOUS WRECK?
WISH I COULD GET A DECENT
NIGHT'S REST? l_I_ FEEL SO
STRAN6E ALL OF A SUDDEN...



HA'HA'HA' SURPRISED? HEH,'
HEHf YES, EVERY MONTH, ON
THE NIGHT OF THE FULL MOON,
HUBERT ANTONE BECAME <
TRANSFORKCD INTO A SNARL- '

ING SAVAGE WEREWOLF' AN D,
AS ALWAYS, THERE WAS BUT

,
ONE THING IN HIS MIND...AIf /
MUST HMD A VICTIM'*/

...IN HER SUITE * THAT'S '

WHERE SHE IS- IN HER SUITE.'
I KNOW SHE'S THERE* JpyMr

...NO ONE HERE* NEED TO FIND
SOMEONE* NO ONE HERE...
WAIT.' THERE IS SOMEONE* /
MADEMOISELLE MKHEL/NE' 5

SEARCHED EVERT ROOMf HOT HEREfNO ONE
ELSE AROUND.' I HEED A VICTIM'

BLAST IT/ HHcRF is she.

UNDEPENDABLE "OMAN! I'M \

going CRAZY' ive got/
C!ND HER//p==^-~^

BLhSJlT!



..SOMETHING
COCKEYED...
NO MUSIC'

WHY IN THE WORLD GOOD LORD ' I KNOW WHY
;

WOULD SHE KEEP DIRT IN

HER PIANO.. .UNLESS...
«r- UNLESS..

AND I KNOW WHY NO ONE
EVER HEARD HER PRACTICE-
AND WHY SHE NEVER EATS'

HEH.HEH.HEHf NOW THERE WAS A
STIRRING E/HALE THAT I THOUGHT WAS
IN GOOD TASTE? MADEMOISELLE
MICHELINE REALLY ENDED HER SOLO
WITH A HOT UCK, DIDN'T SHE? WELL,
AFTER THAT, YOU CAN BE SURE NO ONE
WAS BOTHERED BY ACREWOLVES? HOW -

EVER THEY DID HAVE t
SOME RUN-INS WITH ,
A VAHPIRE?HEH'HEHf >

BUT READ ON, FRIENDS'
THERE ARE MORE

k CHILLS AWAITING
YOU'

VAMPIRE/

WHAT THE DEVIL??? HER
PIANO... IT DIDN’T MAKE ANY
NOISE WHEN I HIT THE KEYS!

9?9 ,

WHAT THE.. ? HO STRIHCS IHIT

7

NO STRINGS' ONLY...ONLY jg
ME- DIRT? _ ^

OF COURSE' ITS ALL CLEAR
NOW' THAT’S WHY NO ONE
SEES HER DURING THE DAY.,,

ONLY AT NIGHT' BECAUSE...
BECAUSE SHE SLEEPS A
OKI .. .HERE IH THIS RIAHOf



HERE IS A CHILLING TALE

CONCERNING A MISERLY OLD

UNDERTAKER AND THE HORROR

OF HISHFITTING
PUNISHMEN

Mr STORY BEGINS ON A OARK AND 0 1 SMAL NOV-

EMBER NIGHT? OUTSIDE A DARKENED HOUSE

HEAVY KNOCKER ON THE BATTERED DOOR IS

EO, AND THE BOOMING SOUND ECHOES AND RE-

ECHOES THROUGH THE BLACK CORRIDORS INSIDE



FIRES BURN COAL t
™

COAL COSTS MONEY

f

WHAT BRIMS YOU J
HERE i

—

LORD, UNCLE' IT IS AS
COLD IN HEffE AS it

is OUT THEREF NOS FINE... 'ttvS?*

I LL 4FP*A,UNCLE.'YhMMM')
I'LL PAY FOR MY J VERY S
KEEPf I CAN CUT VwELL'BUt'
WOOO FOR THE

)
REMEMBER'

FIRE... HELP YOU < NO WORN.
IN THE SHOP.. ) NO FOODY



[THE IOC A WAS REVOLTING TO STAHLEX BUT. . AT HIS The old man was tight/ money was his master/ he
NEVER MISSEO AN OPPORTUNITY TO SAVE AND PINCH A
PENNY WHEN THE CHANCE CAME

8000.' THIS 0U8HT TO BRINS FIVE

DOLLARS AT THE JEWELERS'NOW
YOU CAN NAIL DOWN THE COFFIN,

fc STANLEY/ ^ ^

-

YES,
'

uncle/
W YOU'LL WAIT/^
THERE'LL BE SOME-
BODY DYIN0 SOON. .

.

AND YOU CAN TAKE
THEM FROM THE
in BOOYf y

—

r
rOU>RE BURE THESE MEASUREMENTS ARE
CORRECT, STANLEY ? REMEMBER/ LUMBER
COSTS MONEY/ X DON'T WANT TO MAKE
A COFFIN LAR8ER THAN X HAVE TO/ MSTANLEY/CONE

DOWN/ THERE'S
k BEEN A DEATH/ -

OAK

/

t STANLEY? COMINO,
UNCLE/'^BUT...THIS IS A

)
DIDN'T YOU

]

NINE COFFIN*JONOES a A
COFFIN?



^3TUP10 tSTUPID/ WE
WORKED IN VAIN.' THEY

Grabbing a hammer, the maddened
UNCLE STRUCK POOR STANLEY

Stanley went down writhing in pain.' then me
FAINTED^ ME WAS UNCONCIOUS FOR SEVERAL HOURS
WHEN HE CAME TO...



Somehow,old ezra managed to finish the oar
COFFIN IN TIME FOR THE FUNERAL.' BUT THE PINE
COFFIN. . . WH AT COULO HE 00 WIT“ T“* TI

WHAT GOOD ARE YOU^NOWP
you can't work' all vou'll

DO IS COST ME MONEY/

And as the months went by,old
EZRA FLINT GREW MORE ANO MORE
SULLEN/ THEN,ONE NIGHT... WHILE
STARING AT THE UNUSED PINE COFFIN
.. .HE GOT AN IDEA.

.p—
And so one dark night, as
STANLEY HOBBLED UP THE STAIRS
ON HIS CRUTCHES. . (—i^—
LET ME BY.UNCLE/

WHY NOT? HA/ X COULD KILL TWO \
BIROS WITH ONE STONE.' l‘D USE
THE COFFIN, ANO 1*0 BE RIO OF THAT,
HELPLESS CRIPPLE...

They called it an accidental death,ano ezra
BEGAN TO MAKE PREPARATIONS FOR THE FUNERAL. 1 GOOD LORO

f

I NEVER THOUGHT / HE. . . HE’S TOO
TALL / HE DOESN'TFlTf I... I WON'T make
ANOTHER COFFIN TO FIT HIM f THAT WOULD COST
MONEYf I... I know.' IKNOW WHAT TODOf ,

. YOU SEE, STANLEY? YOUR MISTAKE ISN'T ALL
WASTED/ ITS YOUR COFFIN NOW/ HUH?



That NieHT...AS tzha sat before aov
THERE CAME A THUMPWO AT THE DOOR.
were. . . K/cfcwe it... MamK

STANUr'S FOOT/

Quickly, Ezra snatched the foot [Frantically he tossed the
BLOODY APPEN0A6E INTO THE

|

SMOULDERING COALS..-



WHO COULD IT B£f WHO IS TRY INO
TO TORTURE MEf m ^

Amin. ..the wickeo. miserly oco man stooped,
PICKED UP THE SMASTLY LIMB, BROU6HT IT INSIDE,

M U NLEO IT INTO THE FIRE. . . r—w

NOW.. .NOW HE IS KROCKIROf

THERE'S SOMEONE OUT THERE? I
* CAN SEE HIS SHADOW?



THE
>VAULT-KEEPER’S

^CORNER
Dm EC Publisher

My name la Roland Hopper and I reed every EC comic I can

get my hands on. You said you were selling EC sets. I am
sure these would not sell lor the same price [as a comic]

but I am Interested In buying anyway, so would you send

me a price Vat?

I also read you were going to put out a [32 -pg] series of EC.

It probably wouldn't get to Florida because the ones I have I

got m the northern states If so. coijd you pleaaa send me
a price Hat for It. too.

My favorite EC Is VAULT The stories of the Vault-Keeper.

The Crypt-Keeper and The Old Witch are so lifelike and
chlWng. 1 like them all'

I have two [earlier reprints], 64-pg GLAD HAUNT #1 and

the 64-pg RCP HAUNT #1 I bought all my ECs at $20
apiece and well worth It and more II you could send me a

price 1st I would meet up wtth the Vault-Keeper himself or

herself to get them

Roland Hopper Ponce de Leon, FL

Yea, we are selling complete sots of the EC Library

(hardbacks) and Individual volumes) If you bought
original ECs for $20 each, you will be amused to know
that is our price for a typical VOLUME (usually sis

comics)! You or any EC fan can get a price Hat from ua

at the address at the and of the letter column.

Dear CK VK and OW
I love your comics. I'd like to know which ot your comics

are gorier and show more blood I'm going to order an EC
library boxed set. but I like the stories that involve gore or

zombies Are the boxed sets stories In color? Any chance
that the Vault-Keeper or the Old Witch can get TV shows of

their own?

Rudy Gomez, age 13 Owing* Mills, MD

In the boxed seta (EC Library), the atorfee are In Mack
$ white—and you've never eeen the linework so
clear!—but the covers ara In color. I haven't done a

blood-count, but since each QhouLunatlc appears In

aaeh horror title you can't go wrong!

So far, Wltchla and I have trouble appearing on
dosed circuit security cameras! —VK

I love all ot yoir comics I have to ask you and CK Why
does CK always talk about the Crypt of Terror, like at the

beginning [of a story) he says "Welcome back to the Crypt

of Terror. "?

Why, The Crypt-Keeper LIVES In the Crypt of Terrorl

And a ratty, no-class dump It Is, toot I live In tha Vault

of Horror, and The Old Witch llvee In that big pot, I

guess.

Hey, Rich, why not get the REST of the RCP end
Qladstone 64-pgers? See our ad in this comic. —VK

I just bought [Vault #3] I loved It Now I'm hooked Could I

'

get your autograph? I drew a picture, hope you like It

Tanner Smith FT Smith . AR

1 knew those fishhooks In

my comics would world I

like your picture—who
Is that, Billy Barty aa

“Jaaon?"

Dear Vault-Keeper.

I love your stories. [You're] the best ol all the storytellers I

like the Crypt-Keeper but the Old Witch Is rather boring. I

have more VAULT than HAUNT or CRYPT I make my own
comics a lot. As a matter of fact I asked Russ Cochran to

publish some of my comics. He said that they were just

duplicates of the original.

Chris Kappauf Newark DE

Yesl I am the baatl Homar hlmsalf waa a piksr neat to

mel Russ waa right to point out any duplication of

someone else'* work. The beat way to learn to write

$ draw comics la to learn to wrlta & draw PERIOD,
than come up with your own comica or produce what
somaone will hire you to do. —VK

Dear Vault-Keeper.

I've just read VAULT *4 and was thoroughly engrossea .n

Its creepy contents, which I lapped up like a bowl ot Blood

Soup m a Vampire Restaurant. Tasty! i like the front cover

very much, with Its excellent Johnny Craig drawing, very

effective when combined with the lurid yellow-orvblue

lettering It's nice to see that the Vault-Keeper the Crypt-

Keeper and the Old Witch are beck m town.

like "Terror li 9 Swamp!", drawn by Al



Feldstein In his unique way. Not many comics these days

take the reader to the shadowy and murky realms of the

Oketenokee I like the Vault-Keeper's crack about "they

got swallowed up Instead'' That's cute Johnny Craig's

"Horror House!" Is another tine (story] (I reacted] with

surprise and shock at the fate of tne hoaxers being

somehow driven to suicide and madness. I like the way In

which there is no rational explanation for what happens at

the end. I like a comic that's unpredictable That final panel

of "Report from the Grave" is also very effective as Doc of

the Vault-Keeper's Club says "perhaps you'd Nke to apply"

to the reader

I reckon I've been missing out not buying VAULT As a

science-fiction enthusiast I went for the WEIRD SCIENCE
first as l have great respect for the EC at comics but my
eyes boggled In the comic shop when I saw the cover of

VAULT *4

John Miller Edinburgh. SCOTLAND

Welcome to the fold (spindle, mutilate)! I’m glad you
could sea wall enuf to buy a copy of VAULT with your
eyes all boggledl —VK

Dear EC Fans A The Vault-Keeper,

I got something to tell you guys I (ust moved from West
Virginia to Pennsylvania, and when I arrived I went right

over to the comic book store to pick up some ECs. When I

got there I couldn't find them, so I had to wait for the clerk

to get off the phone with his girlfriend or something When
he did. I asked for EC: he thought I said DC and took me
over to the BATMANS. I said. "No. EC. like 'Tales from the

Crypt !" Then he took me over to the bottom of the shelf

and all the way In the back was one copy of VAULT #4

Then he really surprised me by saying. "1 always thought

EC was a dead title." I right away said. "No Way! I love the

EC line. I think they're a lot more interesting than the super

hero comics " Then he surprised me for a second time by

saying. "Really? l it have to try one sometime." EC - Dead
Title?? No Way'l A dead-dicated reader.

Chris Kurpiel address unknown

Much as I like lomblea, Marvel (or DC) Zombies have
a lot to learn. And I’m proud my fans, like you, Chris,

will set ss ominous ombudsmen and lesrn ’em for

me I
—VK

My Darling Vault-Keeper.

My love letter to CK was printed in SHOCK S3. His reply?

Take a number ' Could he have been any more Insulting?

He'd better watch out You know the saying. "Hell hath no

lury like a woman scorned " (EspedaSy one with a new
meat grinder.)

Now that he has shown his true colors. I realize that you are

the only decaying corpse lor me So what do you say? Care

to join me for a graveyard stroll? (I'm sure you will after you

find what's left of CK.)

Cemetery life can get so bonng My neighbors are such

stiffs! I would love to have anyone, dead or alive, human or

not—write me at one of my favorite “haunts" (address

below]

Suzanne Haws RT 3 Box 36
Miami. OK 74354

Another trail who’s seen the light! Maybe I’ll swing
the ol’ hearse past your cemetery gates some pm end
give you a honk (I always was a big hit with the

tomatoes ’cause I know how to treat ’em, and I KNOW
that what women like In a man can’t have changed
since the 50st). I bet a girl with a meat grinder la a

great little cook)

The only date CK can get Is Friday the 13th!

Dear Vault-Keeper,

VAULT #4 was the best so far! “Horror House" was almost

exactly like "House of Horror" from HAUNT #1 We found

out nothing. And since Johnny Craig writes what he draws,

he must have written "Horror House!" And since "Horror

House" Is exactly the same as "House of Horror". Johnny

must have written the unimaginative "House of Horror" in

the same issue (HAUNT #1) as the Imaginative "The Wall"

I don't understand

Another thing I don't understand is why did the comics

have such weak plots In the early 50s. but became scarier

and more CRUEL (Ike "Buried Alivel ", my favorite story m
VAULT #4) in the mid 50s?

Even though I didn't like the storyline for "House of

Horror". I loved the amazing and starting drawing of the

woman who had seen the ghosts!

I like VAULT #4's "Terror In the Swamp!" better than "The
Thing in the Swamp! " because you saw the two young men
being eaten GOOD WORK!

Oliver Buckel Erie. PA

Altho you are almost always right in assuming a
Craig-drawn story Is from a Craig-written script, we
are almost certain “House of Horror” was a
Feldstein script. And “House of Horror” Is typical of

the differences between the early stuff and the later

stuff. It simply took me a while to train the talented

but work-a-dey EC stable to be the horror comic
geniuses they became! Up till them, NOBODY had got
It right! -VK

Dear Vault-Keeper.

When I read Al Feldstein's "Terror In The Swamp!" In

VAULT #4. I thought It seemed familiar. Looking through
my collection. I found the same story In HAUNT *1 .

called

"The Thing In The Swamp!" What's the deal? Why did

Feldstein and EC run the same story twice in one year with

only minor variations? It's debatable whether the more
explicit ending improves the story any. but I think the

original ending Is better since it allows you to use your
Imagination

Barry McCollum Alton. IL

The motivation for re-running “Swamp!” is lost In

the mists of time, but I thot for MY version that after

a 6-pg appetizar In “Swampl” It'd be cheating not to

ahow the MAIN COURSE! -VK

NEXT ISSUE

Nothin# was said/ n« butler stiffened... his

FACE A GHOSTLY PALLOR... AND BEADS OF SWEAT
STOOD OUT ON HIS BROW. HE WAS IN DEATHLY FEAR,

BUT HE REMAINED BY THE BED, STARINB FIXEDLY AT

THE WALL FROM WHICH THE SOUNDS CAMEf WITH
EACH HOUR, THE TENSION MOUNTED. . .

-VK



Dear VK.

As I was reading "Terror In the Swamp!" In VAULT #4, the

story seemed to be familiar. I looked through back Issues

and sure enough, the same story had been In HAUNT #1

Only the title and the splash page had been changed, and

an extra panel had been squeezed In at the very end ot the

story. I had thought that repeating stories from earlier

Issues Is something that would only be resorted to by the

lesser comics That all seemed rather sloppy for such a

high quality outfit as EC In fact. Balzac may well have sent

his letter about "crap” he'd "already seen" to EC back m
1050.

If Balzac (VAULT #4 looofl is unhappy now. wait unt*

January o» 1996. That Is when CRYPT begins a run of a
solid year and a half of Issues of CRYPT that had already

been published by either you or Gladstone. Also during that

period wHI be three issues of VAULT, four issues of

HAUNT, four Issues of CRIME, four issues of WEIRD
SCIENCE, and three Issues of WEIRD FANTASY that wHI

be crap that Balzac has already seen. If a lot of your

readers are like Balzac, then your sales could take a real

nose dive during that period I hope that you will be able to

make It through that period so that the rest of us will be
able to get a complete collection of EC comics

That just shows to go you that there is one bed thing about

getting the EC Library volumes Once I have gotten the

complete set of Library volumes, then all of the comics that

are published from then on will be crap that I have already

seen. That leaves me In a real dilemma. If I read the Library

volumes first, then the comics will all be crap that I have

already seen But If I read the comics first then afl the stuff

in the Ubrary volumes will be crap that I have already seen

I guess that It Is a lucky thing that good literature Is

something that needs to be read many times over

Warren Standlflrd Sunnyvale. CA

Consider this, Warren: In 1996 we may be sold out of

ALL the 64-pgers, and people will be loathe to handle
their preeioue collectibles—they'll Just have to rely

on our chronological 32-pgera for readlngl Wa'II get
'am coming and going (I hope) I In EC’s defenae, they
only re-ran mayba four stories; I’d hats to try and
count how many Atlaa, et el, recycled during the SOat

-VK

Dear Mr. Cochran.

I love your line of EC reprints. I started reading them when
they first came out. and have not stopped! The colors are

so vivid
.
and the original artwork reproduced In such clarity.

AMAZING! I am one of several devoted readers at my local

comic shop here In Fitchburg, Massachusetts Please keep
up the great work, Russ!

The secret behind the success lies In the books' ability to

transcend time These stories are so popular now, you will

[be able to publish] many more Issues to cornel

George P. McNamara Leomlnister. MA

Yeel -VK

Dear VK.

How come you. CK and OW always talk abut each other and
call each other knotheads and things Uke that? Also, how
did you get the Idee to do horror stories?

Chad Dewall Englewood. CO
l don't know wtiot those two goonlo GhouLunatic*
ora up to, but I call a spade a apada and a knothead a

knothead! I know they're knothead* 'causa of all the

sap they produce! Woodpecker* don’t know whether
to flit or go fly when they see 'em! —VK

Dear Vault-Keeper.

I lust love VAULT. It has the best stories In It that I've ever

read. My favorite stories are "The Dead Will Return!".

And Al Through the House". "Voodoo Vengeance!".
"Miscalculation! ' and "Beauty Rest". I also have aH the

issues of CRYPT All my friends love them. too. I sure wish

l could get Involved with making these EC comics, because
I have a few creepy stories up my sleeve, too! I hope to

write to you again. I'm eleven years old.

Audrey Sheehan Reading, MA

Let’s see, this means I can look for your next latter in

2004. Meantime, let those creepy stories creep out of
your aleeve, down your hand and onto soma paper.
The beat way to become a writer la to
writ*—Incessantly! —VK

ID svaHaMa this month an WfIH0 FANTASY and TWO-FISTED
lLM. Watch for HAUNT, WEmo SCIENCE-FANTASY and CHIME
at month. Don't tergal CRYPT. WEIRD SCIECC and SHOCK. Oat
am at your la--1 *-—*-

laoomicj!

SACK ISSUES: CRYFT at
, S3 aach. All othan up to laaua fl. St .SO

aaeh. laauaa «4 and up. SI aach. Add SS par ardor (S10 outaMa US)
tor SAH

VAULT
RUSS COCHRAN

ROB as*
WEST PLAINS MO SS77S

THIS COMIC REPRINTS
VAULT OF HORROR "tIS" (SS. DEC SO/JAN SI)

COVER by Johnny Craig
' Werewolf Concerto!" Johnny Craig

"Fitting Punishment" Graham Ingels

"The Grave Wager

'

Jack Kamen
"Escape!" Al Feldsteln



[Here is a ghastly yarn designed
Lta terrorize uou! I tall it...

theCRAVE mm'



UGH.' WHAT A HORRIBLE) YES / THE
SCENE f COME/ LET US < FIGURES OF

mm LEAVE 1 THE VICTIMS

| —X LOOK UKC
r , yS~/ 'X HI ACTUAL p
//-' CORPSES' J

and THESEWAX
FtBURES in HERE ^
LOOK ALMOST ALIVE?

(T WOULD IF

YOU WERE
ALONE with

;

it / i

WELUTHE SIGHT OF
A CORPSE NEVER
BOTHERED MEf A

ANO YOU, NO DOUBT,

HAVE A STROMS
STOMACH' |J1 MONSENSE' IT WOULON’T

BOTHER ME ONE BIT/ t

I HAVE TWENTY
DOLLARS IN MY WALLET
THAT SAYS YOU WOUllWl
SPEND A NIGHT ALONE -
WITH A CORPSE.'

r
OKAY.' IT’S A BET.' ONLY TMERE%NOW, YOU'RE BOTH

BETTING ME FIFTY

DOLLARS THAT X

WON'T SPEND A

NIGHT ALONE IN A
ROOM WITH A
CORPSE, RIGHT? ^

ALL RIGHT/]

!l i'll betft
X'D oo IT S WHAT SAX

(j
[for FIFTY?

j

CLTD

E

? SHALL]
V \/ WE MAKE IT

'Ul fifty
Mj&>\ TOGETHER?

ONE SMALL OETAIL!

WHERE 00 WE GET
ITHE CORPSE? V





wwxvti !WOU REMEMBER THAT PMO BUT..

„ the wax- mam*



FOR FIFTY L
OOLLARS, I'D

\
DO ANYTHINGFj

THIS IS MR. PI RRO, CLYDE /
1

t'VE EXPLAINED MY FLAM j
7 TO HIM. . .

REMEMBER, A FAIN
ROGER' IF YOUJ ENOUSH

/

LEAVE THIS

GOODNIGHT, \ T GOODNIGHT,
ROGER / GENTLEMEN/

THIS IS GOING TO BE
THE EASIEST FIFTY

£UCKS / EVER MADE.

But, AFTER A FEW HOURS, ROGER BEGAN TO FEEL
UNEASY/ HE CLOSED THE BOOK

"s-R-R-R-R-Rf THOSE STORIES
GIVE ME THE CREEPS f I TMMK
I'LL TRY TO GET SOME SLEEP/



( normOOOD LORD'

K-K- KEEP AWAY.' KEEPAWAY

7

^-Jl HOPE HOT/ I
EXPECTED TO PAY MR.

PIRRO WITH THE FIFTY
DOLLARS THAT ROGER

bet usr mm—

"

THE DOOR a CLOSED/
DO YOU THINK HE'LL

, BE THERE? J"

(LOWLY THE DOOR SWUNG OPEN..
LORD HELP US.RAUL'WHAT HAVE WE DOME, CLYDE?

PIRRO' HE. ..HE’S DEAD' y
BEATEN TO A PULP... J~

[

HE'S SITTING IN THE ’

CORNER WH/MPERIH6
LIKE A SCARED PUPPY

f

ANO HIS HAIR HAS TURNED

. SNOW WHITE' J

LOOK, CLYDE' ROGER.
HE.. .HE...



See. NOW. A DISMAL PRISON YARD f OVER
IN ONE CORNER . IN THE GREY SHAOOW OF A

LOOMING CELL BLOCK. A SMALL BAND OF
GREY-CLAD CONVICTS STAND BEFORE A TRUCK

RILED HIGH WITH BRICKS-

ALL RI6HT, YOU GUYS' 6ET

BUSY AND START UNLOADING
THOSE BRICKS' AND MAKE

|r IT SNAPPY' T—

>



Reluctantly, one of the members
OF THE OREY-CLAD 6ROUP ROLLS HIS

WHEELBARROW UP TO THE TRUCK. .

.

^CREEP, HUH* DOM*T BE
SURPRISED IF YOU SET
* PtCX-AXE IH YOtIR <

SKULL OWE OF THESE
DAYS, LUflERf j—*'

SHADDU
\CREEP^LET'S At LUSCRf

And so, the day passed... and the bricks were all
UNLOAOED AMD STACKED NEATLY BESIDE THE CELL BLOCK.

^S'MATTER.LUSER? YUhT^3KAY, MEN/
SOU. YER LILLY-WHITEJUHE UK/

HANDS? 1

HEY, LOOKf.ANOTHER CRACK LIKE THAT;

BONE-HEAD, ANO YOU'LL BE

CHEWIN' ONE OF THOSE.
^r bkicks

. J ,

r —

^

TH£ Pms0ft
•HAT’S THATJSl MOKeUEf.
\ PLACE? /TV'

'
...AND’
WHOS£
WOULD*

some yarobird!

musta CKOAKED
.'

J



THEN THEY'LL BE CAHRYM1 HE \
OUTTA HE RE IN A PINE BOX, JUST

LIKE THEY MO WITH THAT POOR V ^•S TEBR/E/OfWHkT A WAY TO ^

BREAKOUT or this oump?SCT
‘

CARRIED OUT IN A PIMEBOX.

* " JHE S THINKIN ' >
' ABOUT SOMETHIN'? I

THAT LOOK WHEN
I WAS WORKIN* FOR HIM?

HE'S PLANSf/

'
FOR CONNELLY? HE GOT

”

THE JUICE LAST WEEK ?

r
LOOK AT LUBERfHE'S
WORKIN' LIKE A
^-BEAVER'j->

ANOTHER HEARSE!



OH, NOTHING? !

MAS JUST
WONDERIN6f

rARE YOU KIDDIN‘fNOBODY ^
WANTS THAT JOB? ALL YOU
have to 00 is VOLUNTEER'

WHY? j
'YEP? C0*MELLY*S \TO THE PRISON MORGUE. ED:

GOIN' TO ‘POTTER'S 7
s*"

, J
FIELDl 1— / ^ A

T HE CAN HAVE IT f IT) RATHER]
UNLOAD BRICKS, ANYTIMEfl

-P-
"

HAH? LOOK AT THOSE POOR SUCKERS

BREAKING THEIR BACKS ON THAT BRICK RILE .

"*

WHILE I SIT HERE WITH SOME HARMLESS STIFFS..,PRISON,
MORGLHl

A WEEK WENT BY? THEN, ONE DAY 'RIGHT? YOt/LL KEEPAND THEY DON'T EVEN KNOW
WHAT THEY'RE MARINO.' THAT'S

THE PAYOFF?

LUGER.THAT SREYSONt
GUY GETS THE
CHAIR TONIGHT..J

The next oav.pete luger volunteered for the job of
|

MORGUE-ATTENOANT AT THE PRISON M0R6UE-_

ALL RIGHT. BOOKIN ? YOU
REPORT TO THE BRICK
RILE.' LUGER. HERE
WANTS YOUR JOB?



GET SOME TOOLS^FOKA% GUARD.'
FROM CARPENTRY I RIGHT AWAY
AND GET BUSY ON

* COFFIN

That night, luge* scribbled a
HASTY NOTE TO THE BOYS ON THE
OUTSIDE . .. gT ‘ N

On the following visiting oat; pete
LUGER'S OLD LIEUTENANT PA IQ A CALL-

OUT/IOOTA ’

PLAN... A NO YOU
GUYS GOTTA >
jtWtff JM

IN THE >

COFFINfirr.ANO WHEN THE HEARSE PULLS OUT^
OF THE PRISON YARD, YOU TRAIL IT? AT
A SAFE SPOT. . . TAKE OVEN' I’LL BE

IN THE COFFIN. .

.

DON'T ASK QUESTIONS/ JUST
FOLLOW MY INSTRUCTIONS' TONOHROWT
KEEP A SHARP WATCH FOR THE HEARSE

SUCKERS' HAULIN' THOSE BRICKS WHILE t SIT AROUND^
HERE.' AND TOMORROW... HAH... I it! OUT' '



THEY'LL NEVE* FIND WHAT'S LEFT OF BAEVSON.SET GAEYSON INTO HIS
COFFIN, LU0ER? TWO
MEN WILL BE HERE.-^
TO PICK HIM UP ESgS|]
* TWO-OtLOCK>L^-lj;

. sharp?

WHAT A PLAN? BRILLIANT?

f WAIT?

[ LOOK?
THE *

COFFIN-.

HE AIN'T AROUNOf



T ONLY

]

*A FEW
,

MORE
MINUTES.

LEAVE IT TO LUOER TO LEAVE '

A JOB UNF1NI SHED —THE CRUM'

A CREMATORIUM.'VTEAM ’.IREV,
WHO'OA THUNK IV^JE/SURED /T..

HEH...HEH? WELL.KIOOIES' NEITHER 010 PETE LUGER'
HE WAS SURE HE MAO A HOT IOCAf I'LL BET HE'S >
ALL BURRED UPABOJT it MOW, THOUGH.' WELL. IT \

ONLY 0OCS TO SHOW— DON'T \

/Cf COUNT YOUR BRICKS BEFORE
THE BUILDING IS MADE ...OR IT

/ MIGHT BACK E/RE.MTE-Hd...
l / AS IT D/D ON POOR PETER fWv AAlJ|)YA 1 * HOPE MY LITTLE TALE FOR /WAMpy pl|\l V this ISSUE SCORCHED you * >

B\TBLgCiIl. > I'LL TRY TO HAVE ANOTHER
HEART-WARMER NEXT ISSUE'

jT\T'^A 11/ BYE, N0W_AN0 DON'T FORGET J
to WRITE TO THE VAULT- \

UvBTwBEJL KTERER ano LET him know \

WHAT ^ ™ INK 0F AMEM
/

book., hee.hee' y



YOU SAY YOU
DON’T GET OUT MUCH?

YOU SAY IT S A 45-MINUTE BUS TRIP, WITH A TRANSFER. TO THE COMIC BOOK SHOP? YOU SAY
IT'S A HARROWING 30-MINUTE DRIVE ON THE EXPRESSWAY TO THE MALL. AND THEN A
30-MINUTE MERRY-GO-ROUND RIDE TO FIND A PARKING PLACE? YOU SAY YOUR TOWN
DOESN'T EVEN HAVE A COMIC BOOK SHOP OR BOOKSTORE’ IS THAT WHAT'S TROUBLING
YOU. BUNKY? WELL. THEN. YOU SHOULD

SUBSCRIBE!
TO RUSS COCHRAN'S REPRINTS OF THE ORIGINAL 1950s EC COMICS! LEAVE THE WORRIES TO
US, ANO GET OUT AND TAKE A WALK IN THE SUNII

DIRECT FROM THE PUBLISHER TO YOU. IN
A HANDSOME, STURDY MANILA ENVELOPE
MAILED FLAT TO YOUR OWN MAILBOX!

RUSS COCHRAN. PUBLISHER
PO BOX 469

WEST PLAINS. MO 65775
417-256-2224

or call 1-800-EC CRYPT



YET MORE EC COMICS!!
FOR APPROXIMATELY A YEAR. GLADSTONE PUBLISHED A LINE OF EC REPRINT COMICS CONSISTING OF THE
TITLES SHOWN BELOW. EACH ISSUE CONTAINED 64 PAGES IN FULL COMIC BOOK COLOR. THE FIRST 32 FROM THE
•KEY' TITLE AND THE LAST 32 FROM A SECOND TITLE. IN ADDITION. THERE ARE OCCASIONAL ARTICLES ABOUT
THE MACABRE IN LITERATURE. A THEN-CURRENT LETTER COLUMN AND OTHER READER-WRITTEN FEATURES.

RUSS COCHRAN NOW HAS THE ENTIRE BACKSTOCK OF GLADSTONE'S EC REPRINT LINE! EVERY ISSUE IS IN

STOCK AND AVAILABLE FOR IMMEDIATE SHIPMENT. COMPLETE YOUR EC COLLECTION BY PURCHASING THESE
COMICS!

CONTENTS OF GLADSTONE EC COMICS
GLAD CRYPT
*1 CRYPT 33 (1852)

CRIME 17 (1853)

GLAD VAULT
*1 VAULT 34 (19531

HAUNT 1 (19501

#2 CRYPT 35 (1953)

CRIME 18 (1951)

#2: VAULT 27 (1952)
HAUNT 18 (1953)

*3: CRYPT 39 (1963)

CRIME 1 (I960)

#3: HAUNT 22 (1963)

VAULT 13 (1950)

43: W SCI 9(1951)
W FAN 14(1950)

44: CRYPT 18 (1950)

CRIME 16 (19531

44: VAULT 23 (1952)

HAUNT 13(1952)

44: W S-F 27 (1955)

W FAN 11 (1962)

45: CRYPT 46 (1964)
CRIME 5(1951)

45: VAULT 19(1951)
W FAN 8(1961)

GLAD HAUNT
41 HAUNT 17 (1962)

W S-F 28 (1965)

48: CRYPT 42 (1964)

CRIME 27 (1955)

48: VAULT 32 (1953)

W FAN 8(1951)

42: HAUNT 6(1950)
W S-F 29 (1956)

GLAD WEIRD SCIENCE
41 . WSO 22 (1953) 42: W SO 18 (1953)

W FAN 1(1950) W FAN 17 (1950)

WHEN ORDERING. PLEASE IDENTIFY AS GLAD TITLE ISSUE #: FOR EXAMPLE "GLAD CRYPT
#1." GLAD CRYPT #1 IS $5; GLAD CRYPT #4. GLAD WEIRD #1 AND #4 ARE $4 EACH; ALL
OTHER ISSUES ARE $3 EACH. INCLUDE $5 PER ORDER FOR S&H ($10 OUTSIDE US).

Send orders to: WWp) .aw Missouri residents must add 6.226% sales tax

Russ Cochran, Publisher 417-256*2224 P.O.Box 469 West Plains, MO 65775
OR to order call 1-B00-EC CRYPT and ask for the order desk. USE THIS NUMBER FOR OROERS ONLY!



Collect
'

> all 110 *

Crypt Cards.

> or else!

8 Cards Per Pack

Randomly Packed

Premium Cards
i

The lovable ghoul with an attitude now has his very own trading card series and he'll scare you silly.

The wise-guy Cryptkeeper from HBO’s TALES FROM THE CRYPT is deliciously demented in all kinds of

horribly funny situations.

The 1 10-card set features the Cryptkeeper (and a few unsuspecting victims), photos of the original

comic book series, the gory details on what goes on “behind the screams" of the TV show, plus

randomly packed Cryptkeeper holograms and a TEKCHROME'“ premium card.

TALES FROM THE CRYPT trading cards are too funny for TV! Collect the entire set Your

friends will just die of envy.

OULESntOMTBECnpr’

Russ is dealing from a full deck, so ante up and write or call for details on
these putrid pasteboards today!

RUSS COCHRAN POB 469 WEST PLAINS MO 65775
417-256-2224 or call 1-800-EC CRYPT and ask for the order desk.



SOOD LORD.
MATURING HAPPENING TO MY HANDS*

THEY'RE CHAN6/N6/THEY
LOOK... LIKE AN AN/MALS.'

IE CRYPT-KEEPER

;
|

+

1

a <



VHB¥MW
ANOTHER GRUESOME STORY
ICE IN MERRY OLD ENGLAND.
AT ALL MERRY IN THIS Y

FRIGHTENED.' I HAVEN'T
BLOODCURDLER I CALi

TERROR ON THEMOORS!,

Along the bumpy, gutteo road
THAT WINDS THROUGH THE BARREN
ENGLISH MOORS, A LONE CAR CAU-
TIOUSLY MADE ITS WAY... TRYING
DESPERATELY TO FIND SAFE PAS-

SAGE THROUGH THE DENSE, IMPEN-

.."
•'

}

' ;

• ' '
:

’ '
>v/ / \gj- '

7f "fr- , / 1 pu jj?
‘

Jaii If

5*5'



E TO BO ANY FURTHER? 0

WHERE I AM. ANYMORE?



[ YOU. EVERS.

STRANGE WHIMPERI*
Evers had paused for only a moment... but it

WAS LONG ENOUGH FOR JIM RYAN TO SMELL THE UN-

GODLY ODOR THAT CAME FROM THE COVERED PLATTER.

IT WAS A STRONG, NAUSEATING SMELL. ..LIKE THE
STENCH OF DECAYED ROTTED FLESH

f

SCRATCHING.AN/MAl
GROWLING
YET... IT SOUNDS ALMOST
HUMANf WHATEVER’S IN

J blazes:
THOSE HORRIBLE SHRIEKS

COMING FROM ACROSS THE H

WHAT'S SO/MS ON OVER
-- THERE?



rr»N RETURNED TO BED? HE SLEPT LITTLE
ISED WHEN THERE WAS A FURIOUS POUNOING
HORNING. THE NOISE FROM ACROSS THE HI

RAIN/NS'.
CREMATE

YOU LOON \ / WRONG'
FRIGHTENED,) l ONLY PI

EVERS' < > RAIN
ANYTHING 1 I SOON’

RAY THE J
I STOPS S,

/ IT MUST

.

CAN CREMATE \ ITS...SETTING
HIS CORPSE h* DARK

f

^TOMORROW

'

NT

t

-T^k\



Suddenly, from the mysterious room next ooor.
CAME THE SOUNDS OF MOVEMENT. FIRST, LOW OROWLS
AND SNARLS.. . AND THEN THE SCRATCHING. CLAWING
SOUNDS OF CONCENTRATED DIGGING..

.

Nothing was said? the
FACE A GHOSTLY PALLOR. .

STOOD OUT ON HIS BROW.
BUT HE REMAINE0 BY THE I

'It began a long time ac

CLYMORE’S WIFE WAS A VIC

CATALEPSY? WHENEVER I

THISPLACE IS
DRIVING HE <
NUTSfWHAT'SJ
COINS ON ^
HERE, I

ANYWAY?.'

I

AN'

‘The FOLLOWING NIGHT. MR. CLYMORE HEARt
COMING FROM THE MAUSOLEUM. HE RUSHED I

RIPPED OPEN HIS WIFE’S COFFIN? SHE WAi

0



REVOLT!Ha MONSTROSITY •

He DISCHARGED THE HOUSEHOLD
STAFF, AND CARED FOR THE CREA-
TURE IN SECLUSION. AS IT GREW
OLDER, IT BECAME VICIOUS... AND

SEVERAL MONTHS AGO, THE MON
STER UNDERWENT A HORRIBLE .
MENTAL CHANGE IT WOULD
EAT ONLY DEAD FLESHTIT
HAD BECOME A OHOUL T

TOGETHER WE HAVE KEPT IT ALIVE

BY FEEDING IT DECAYED CORPSES
FROM THE MAUSOLEUM. BUT NOW
NOW THE BEAST IS OIGGING
THROUGH THE WALL'^.
HE 'S TRY!NS TO / SOOD 1
SET OUTf marik LORD 'A

IT WILL SOON SUCCEED 'YOU CAN TELL BY
THE SOUNDS' ANY TIME NOW IT WILL A
BURST THROUGH.' IF NOT TON/OHT.
TOMORROW RICH T '

T CAN'T STAND IT

MUCH LONGER ' J

EVERS.' GET HOLD OF
YOURSELF ' LISTEN TO
ME.'ARE THERE ANY

4

WEAPONS WE CAN USE?
PISTOLS ... LOOK/
THE WALLf/rS

BREAKING OPEN/



WHIRLED AND STARED AT THE MOST HIDEOUS

HE HAD EVER SEEN ' IT WAS BEYOND OESCRIP-

8EYOND THE MOST FANTASTIC APPARITION IN

ILOEST NIGHTMARE' EVERS SNATCHED A GUN
HIS HANO AND FIRED BLINDLY.FLINTLOCKS'

HUNKY'A 6UNf GIVEME
A GUN.'IT'S OUT'LOOK
AT ITf LOOK AT IT.'

THE PISTOL HAD NISFINED' i

FIRE AGAIN, FOR THE INHUMAN T
r DOWN IN A TUMBLED MASS OF
ID FRENZIED, TERRIFIED SCREAMS.

I, TOOK COOL DELIBERATE AIM.

i HEAD STRUCK THE WALL SHARPLY.

VAGUE VISIONS SWAM BEFORE HIM...





Well, well' hee.hee? i see its time.onge again,to light
THE FIRE UNDER MY CAULDRON AND BREW FOR YOU ANOTHER
TALE OF TERROR

f

THIS TIME I HAVE A STORY GUARANTEED i

TO SENO SHIVERS UP AND DOWN YOUR SPINE? SO COME 1

CLOSER ..COME CLOSER AND GAZE INTO THE BUBBLING
L CONTENTS OF MY CAULDRON ...AND SOON YOl/LL SEETHE
O BEGINNING OF THE YARN I CALL... \

As MY STORY OPENS,WE SEE BARTON CORDON,

RAGGED AND UNKEMPT, STRUGGLING THROUGH A

BUNDING SNOWSTORM . .A NEWSPAPER CLUTCHED

UNDER HIS ARM-J _ . !

THE HOUSE I

h
.

it
i



. HAD.'A HANIIC'YWHO?

LOOKS LIKE I'M LETTING MYSELF

OPENf HIS APARTMENT IS

FREEZINGf HE SAYS HE
LIKES IT LIKE THAT?

wouldn't]
THEY FRIGHTEN ME .'

YOUR JOB? THE PAY IS

WILL HAVE A PLACE TC

BASEMENT' THERE’S i

OTHER THING.' I CANN
MY APARTMENT' YOU •

GROCERY SHOPPING F(



LITTLE COLD? IT 1

WILL INVIGORATE
YOU? WE GANTALK?

Barton cordon hated i

WAS HI9 EMPLOYER? THERI
ABOUT HIM? SOMETHING...
BUT A MORBID CURI09ITY

KINGSLEY'S INVITATION..

E WAS 90METMIHGWORD
. EVIL .. .FHI6HTENIHS

f

MADE HIM ACCEPT DON'T TOUCHHE

f

PIECES WOULD:
MY FINGERS ? 1

Barton closed the .

MUST 00? CNAEYFOOL f LIVING IN FREEZING TEMPERA-
ruRES? NOT LETTINC ANYONE TOUCH HIM? HE

IS MAO? . . -m



OUTSIDE?

KINGSLEY

WEATHER CAME
AIR- CONDITIONING.NOTHM'f

\ THE GUY'S CRAZY AS A
LOOMf we've just

f INSTALLED FROZEN-FOOD-
I LOCKER-COMPRESSORSf
I

THE GUY'S MADE HIS APART-

MENT INTO A HUGE FROZEH-
^FOOD- LOCKER' i--

sleepOmr. font?

The cold

CH/RERY, MR. KINGSU
»RE COHPLAIMNSt
10 THROBS FT



HEART, MF

KINGSLEY?

IARCUS KINGSLEY WAS HEARD MOVING ABOUT HIS ,

16. ..POUNDING...CURSING' THEN... HE OPENED HIS I

HUH ? 7 THEHACHINERT-
M *^LlT'S STOPPEDf m BARTON!BARTON!

T COME UP HERE!

1

'
WHAT'S HAPPENED

T

WHAT’S
HAPPENED TO THE ELEC-
TRICITY

•

MY COMPRESSORS
THEY'VE STOPPED' t

BURNED OUT
E THE LOAOf QUICKLY.'



) 00
' SOME-

THING
QUICKLY •

S HOPELESS.' I

UPSTAIRS. . .
. KINGSLEY' OPEN l

: door' r...r can't

THE ELECTRICITY?

>UD0ENLY THERE WAS A BLOOO -CUNDL IN

6

WRIER? THEN BARTON SOROON HEARD A THL

0 FALLEN' THEN SOBBING? H

AS MARCUS KINGSLEY? HE WA!

BARTON WENT DOWNSTAIRS ..

LISTENED 'ITT
WHIMPERING

>

TO USE'



rHE BEGGEO ME TO CUT OUT THE

CANCEROUS HEART? I DID' ANO .

HE CONTINUED TO ‘LIVE'? BUT
J

WE SOON DISCOVERED THAT HE <
WOULD HAVE TO STAY IN COLD
TEMPERATURES IF HE WERE TO...

TO REMAIN INTACT' YOU SEE... *

CANCER OF THE HEART'MARCUS
HAD A THEORY THAT A MAN COULD
GO ON LIVING WITHOUT A J

' HEART. ..ON PURE DETER- V
I MIRATION ALONE'YOU KNOW. V

MIND OVER MATTER' -J* V

I THE FLOOR. SEEPING OUT FROM UNDER MARCUS
IGSLEY'S DOOR. WAS A POOL OF BLACK LIQUID-.

D FROM IT. THE NAUSEATING SMELL OF OECAYING

THAT'S IT f HE BOUGHT THIS HOUSE

FURNISHED HIS APARTMENT WITH

A REFRIGERATION UNIT CAPABLE

OF PRESERVING HIS DEAD BODY...

HEE.HEEf AND THAT'S MY TALE. DEAR

REAOCRS ' I HOPE IT DIDN'T LEAVE
YOU FEELING TOO ROTTEN

f

MARCUS

CERTAINLY ANAS A COLD CHARACTER-

LIVING ON SHEER WIU-POWERf
BUT THEN— HEH.HEH... WHEN THE

POWER FAILED. ..HE LOST ALL HIS 1

\ANRITION.'HTtnALV! WENT TO 1

* PIECES

f

WELL... „fL|A i

Barton goroon opened the door and stepped bac
STENCH THAT ISSUEO FORTH ALMOST OVERCAME THEM ?T

FLOOR WAS ALL THAT REMAINED OF MARCUS KINGSLEY'

DECAYED FLESH...PUTRID...RANCID...002IN6INT0 A BLA

I TRICKLED OUT THROUGH THE DOORWAY...



V/OME WITH ME TO A PEACEFUL VILLAGE OISTURBED ONLY AT
NIGHT BY THE PIERCING HOWLS.AND MADDENED SCREAMS OF...

The NIGHT IS FILLED WITH STRANGENESS

|

MOON CASTS SHIMMERING RAYS ON A 8EAS
TERROR...

1 1

- : 7-~~~ —
,„ ,

THE WEREWOLF' YE

CORNING, A FRIGHT ENED FIGURE

ANOTHER WEREWOLF



EACH TIME THE FULL MOON^
COMES UP. ME DISAPPEARS

FROM THE HOUSE ' HE'S BEEN
ACTING MIGHTY SUSPICIOUS? IF

I COULD ONLY BE SURE... /

THEY COULD HAVE
M BEEN MADE BY MY

BROTHER ANDREW. ONW
HIS HUNTING TRIP IN

COROCOA HE WAS WOUNDEI

OU KEEP PESTERING ME ...I

KEEP INTERFERING. YOU'LL

RET IT ALL YOUR LIVINS

FOLLOW H.IM.

V POOR TOM' YO
BROTHERf BUT
. CERTAIN?



WEREWOLF

‘

'STAY



SO FRIGHTCM/MSfi

T IT... with YOUR KNIFE :

LOST TOUR KNIFE
DOING TO TRAP
WEREWOLF ALWAYS
ITH' CLAW MARKS

' PERFECT CAMOUFLAGE? WHEN HE
FALLS IN, I'LL BE WAITING FOR HIM

WITH A GUN— LOADED WITH SILVER

BULLETS' MY OWN BROTHER. ..BUT

I'LL HAVE TO KILL HIM 'THERE'S A
Si, NO OTHER WAY.'



WATCH.



IStill frantically trying to
REACH THE SUN, TOM STRUOSLES

FURIOUSLY TO WARD OFF THE
BESTIAL VIOLENCE?

I
roeF-Lfy

HIDEOUS BEAST SLOWLY REGAINS

ES FROM THE HOARY CREATURE OF^

i
BEAUTY ..ASLEEP FOREVER'

[

JUNE'



RELATE ANOTHER

'

IN THE CRYPT

/

T

.VOODOO HORROR?

I Mr STORY BEGINS IN HAITI, THE CENTER OF YOO-
DOO CULTURE? AN AMERICAN.GEORGE BARKER, IS

SEARCHING THROUGH DARK WINDING ALLEYS FOR

[

A CERTAIN SHOP... |
;



I'VE HEARD THAT 1

STATUES... BUSTS.
OBOES'

OF EVIL;

The ehter a weiroly decorated room.' there
DAMP, MUSTY SMELL... THE ODOR OF A TOMB' TH1

LIGHTS A FIRE BENEATH A BLACKENED CAULORON.
FOLLOW!

BA-NAH- BA- BAB-BBABAS.
TOOBBAB.' TOOBBAB.' ,

-IKENESSf COME



iN'T ao THROUGH WITH IT

UNNATURAL. . . OIABOLI-

i Vi afraid.' i'll .

E SHOP ANDCAN^^^^
;

NIOHT, IN HIS HOTEL ROOM.
’ HE TOSSES AND TURNS/ HE

I
GLEAMING FIGURE OF THE
DANCING NATIVE CAVORTS J

I
MORNING HE RUSHES FROM
HIS HOTEL WITH HEAVY
[sleepless eyes-It——

'

WAS HERE? I
IT'S POME'

The next day oeorge returns at the appo
HOUR TO THE SPOT WHERE THE SHOP HAD BEENI

STRANGELY, IT IS THERE, IN THE SAME ALLEY
LORDfM LOOKS
EXACTLY LIKE ME.'
SO . ..SO LIFELIKEf

,

Perhaps, dear reader, you are
WONDERING JUST WHAT THE V/L

POWERS ARE THAT THS STRAPSE
VOODOO STATUE POSSESSESf
LET ME TELL YOU t MORE THAN ANY-

THING ELSE IN THE WORLD,GEORGE
BARKER VALUED HS YOUNG, ALMOST
ANGELICAL FACE/ HE FEARED THE DAY
THAT THE HARO LINES OF AGE ANDTE
WORRY WOULD MAR HIS HANOSOME P



The years mss.. . and with t

THE STRANGE STATUE BEGINS T

GROW OLDER LOOKING? LINES

AGE APPEAR ON ITS FOREHEAI

YOUTHFUL

ECHOES THROUGH GEORGE BARKER 1
!' PHELPS...YOI

FOOL f PUT D

THAT GUN.'

NY BGOODWILL BE ON YOUR
HANDS. GEORGE BARKER? YOU
NIGHT AS WELL HAVE PULLED

THIS TRIGGER YOURSELf? f

BOOKEEPER?YEARS CONTINUE TO

GOOD GOD? IT...

HORRIBLES IT..

NESKK' AND n

TURNED BLOOD



NEXT DAYi BARKER SENDS FOB MAURICE FRANK..

The old man's hands begin '

TREMBLE AS THE REALIZATION
OF WHAT BARKER IS DRIVING AT

mur?

SENTIMENTAL REASONS
JUT... YOU CAN FORGET
rHE MR. BARKER.' 4
CALL ME OEOR6E.' M



GEORGE f IT'S

VILE.'I DON'T

WHILE I GROW OLDER.
GEORGE REMAINS YOUI

LOOKING' AND THIS ST,

IT GROWS MORE HORF

\JEAM>

STATUE



DESTROY IT'

h_IT'S-EVIL'

TED PARK. A BLOOD-CURDLING
! STA.LNESS...ECHOING FROM
TO BENCH ...

A POLICEMAN, HEARING T

RUSHES TO THE SCENE.
SOOD

LORD.' HOP...HORR/DLE.' IT'S AN UGLY,
REVOL TINS OLD MAH' SPL IT IN.. . TWO’ STATUE'

MAGAZINE. —
TALES EDOM
THE CRYPT'



70Q7J7JOT.

FEATURING.

.iPiIrMit;i

1

TIPIPTiHR
ul!JjJ



WELL, WELL, WEL L ... TH REE HOLES IN THEnCLL, HC.LL, HtLL... 1 1 ' I'tl- 1 iwuw- *

GROUND AND ALL THAT SORT OF ROT/ I HAVE A

DULY OF A STORY FOR YOU THIS TIME, FRIENDS,

FULL OF PASSION, GRIEF. . .AND DAYE/ HEH.HEHf

SO RELAX FOR A WHILE.. .IF YOU DARE...MX)

^ REAO THE TALE I CALL...

Six months, she reflected, six long, weary.
I MONTHS. . .THE LONGEST, MOST MISERABLE i

MONTHS OF HER LIFE? SHE WAS LOOKING OUT)
(THE WINDOW OF THE RAMSHACKLE FARM-

J

HOUSE AT A CLOUD OF DUST FAR DOWN THE
ROAD, AND SHE LET HER THOUGHTS DRIFT \

I BACK. BACK TO THE BEGINNING.. <



TWO YEARS AGO SHE HAD JOINED A 'LONELY- A YEAR OF CORRESPONDENCE HAD FOLLOWED. THE
SPELL OF LONELINESS HAD BEEN BROKEN BY THE
LETTERS FROM YOUNG, SYMPATHETIC ALDOUS.

HEARTS PEN-PALS CLUB^ THAT WAS WHERE
(BY MAIL) SHE HAD MET ALDOUS BARSTOW...

OH, HE SENT A PICTURE HEAVENS / HE WANTS ME
THIS TIME f HE'S

NICE LOOKING' AND HIS
LETTERS SOUND SO •

WARM. . .SO TENDER/

TO MARRY HIM AND LIVE
ON HIS FARM. ..HIS BEAU-
TIFUL, COUNTRY FARM.'

SHE HAD ACCEPTED HAPPILY,
AND SEVERAL DAYS LATER
HAD STEPPED FROM THE TRAIN.
FACE TO FACE WITH ALDOUS

f

IT HADN'T REALLY MATTERED
TO HER THEN, SHE REMEMBERED.
ALTHOUGH HE mS NO LONGER
YOUNG, SHE HAD STIFLED HER
MISGIVINGS AS THEY BOUNCED
ALONG THE DUSTY ROAD TO
THE FARM...

YOUNGER? WHY, SURE/ THAT
SNAPSHOT WAS TAKEN MORE'N
FIFTEEN YEARS AGO/ 1 WAS
GOING TO HAVE A MORE
RECENT ONE MADE, BUT THEY
COST MONEY/ amp —sT

YOU'RE ALDOUS? BUT THE
PICTURE YOU SENT... I MEA
IN THE PICTURE YOU... YOU

L00K - • • r i

COURSE.

The 'BEAUTIFUL COUNTRY FARM' TURNED OUT
TO BE A GROUP OF DILAPIDATED BUILDINGS
SQUATTING ON THE PARCHED, SUNBAKED EARTH,

i

IT WAS A TERRIFIC SHOCK TO HER. SHE COULO
HARDLY STEP FROM THE FLIVVER... , —

„

It wasn't only the look of the place, it
WAS THE FEEL OF IT/ SHE STARED DAZEDLY
AT THE DINGY, CLAPBOARD FRAME OF HER NEW
HOME AND SHUDDERED. IT FELT EMPTY

f

IT
SEEMED LIKE A PLACE WHERE NO ONE LIVED/

ALDOUS? IT...V' .. PREACHER'S WAITING
T S. . .LOVELY

/

J

INSIDE/ CEREMONY SHOULD

m |tr̂ f NOT TAKE MORE'N A FEW MIN-

f
JTES/ YOU BRING THE BAGS/



I... I HOPE EVERYTHING EVERYTHING'S
IS ALL RIGHT, MR. HUDSON FINE, MRS. «

"SHlTsfdOD'THERE LONG
-
AFtIrFinally he had to leave,

AND SHE FOUND HERSELF
TRYING DESPERATELY TO KEEP
HIM FROM GOING.

She liked this man who hadI
SUDDENLY ENLIVENED HER /

DRAB LIFE. SHE LIKED HIM <

MORE THAN WAS GOOD FOR A t.

MARRIED GIRL.

THE CAR HAD DISAPPEARED. ..

UNTIL THE NOISY SPUTTERINGS
I OF ALDOUS' TRACTOR BURST
HER THOUGHTS LIKE A PIN
TOUCHED TO A BALLOON. .

.

MAYBE \
.NEXT TIME,

YOU LIKE TO HAVE) SHIRLEY.'

SOME COFFEE? y SO LONG'

J I GUESS^
SO.' YOU CAN
CALL ME .

to RICK' m
WOULDN’T YOU
RATHER CALL
ME...SHIRLEY?

HEAVENS' ALDOUS WILL ^
WANT HIS LUNCH.' I DIDN'T

REALIZE IT WAS SO LATEfJ

...PROBABLY MR.
FARNSWORTH, THE ^
GOVERNMENT HEALTH

INSPECTOR... A

She couldn't have been more pleasantly
SURPRISED.' HER FACE FLUSHED.. .HER BODY
TINGLED AT THE NEARNESS OF HIM ASHE
CHECKED THE FARM'S SANITARY CONDITIONS..

.

'MORNING? I'M RICK 1 WHY.. .WHY, YES! IM
)

HUDSON, THE NEW \ MRS. BARSTOW? I'M /
HEALTH INSPECTOR f

)
VERY GLAD TO MEET ^

I'M TAKING OVER MR. / YOU, MR. HUDSON. COME?
FARNSWORTH'S JOB?/ I'LL... I'LL SHOW YOU
ARE YOU MRS. AROUND... >
BARSTOW? .

And so they had been married? she had
SENSED IT WOULDN'T WORK OUT, AND HAD BEEN
RIGHT? NOW, SIX MONTHS LATER, SHE WATCHED
THE SMALL DUST CLOUD MOVE CLOSER. ..AND
TRIED TO HOLD BACK HER TEARS. . .

...Old fuddy-duddy farnsworth? she disuked
THE PRYING OLD FOOL, BUT HE WAS SOMEONE TO
TALK TO? AS THE CAR DREW NEARER, SHE SAW
THAT IT WASN'T FARNSWORTH? SHE HURRIED
OUTSIDE AS THE CAR PULLED INTO THE YARD...



Back to the routine? the farm
CLOSED AROUND HER AGAIN AND
HER LIFE WAS AS MISERABLE AS
BEFORE. . . b ;

YOU THOUGHT WRONoAShE FOUGHT TO CONTROL A
THINK I'M MADE OF /FLOOD OF TEARS, BUT IT WAS
MONEY? WHEN YOU IMPOSSIBLE...

WHY...
NOTHING?
I JUST ‘

THOUGHT..
t THE MEAN, STINGY,
OLD SKINFLINT? I

HATE HIM? (SOB)
HATE HIM? M

ALDOUS, I...I'd'
LIKE TO HAVE A
NEW DRESS.. . 4
PLEASE ... A

HE NEVER WANTEO A WIFE* HE ONLY WANTED
SOMEONE TO COOK, TO SEW, TO SLAVE FOR
HIM? IT WAS CHEAPER FOR HIM TO MARRY 11

ME, THAN TO PAY A HOUSEKEEPER? (SOB!) Jl

...I WISH X COULD GO AWAY... LEAVE THIS PLACE?
BUT I CAN'T-? I HAVE NO MONEY...CLOTHES? g-,

(SOB) AND WHERE COULD I GO? WHAT WOULDJi
I DO? I'LL NEVER BE -

‘f'j- A, m fc

ABLE TO FREE MYSELF Jp
FROM HIM ? /T ,

tTHEONLY THING THAT MADE LIFE BEARABLE
i FOR HER IN THE MONTHS THAT FOLLOWED,
WERE RICK’S VISITS. SHE WAS IN LOVE WITH
HIM... r
P^-J-JRICK . YOU VE ^
FINISHED INSPECTING ^
THE FARM. CAN'T...CAN'T

YOU STAY A WHILE? .

\MUST YOU GO?

ALOOUS? THAT WAS THE TROUBLE? SHE WAS
CERTAIN RICK CARED FOR HER, AND THAT THE
ONLY THING THAT KEPT HIM FROM SHOWING
IT. ..WAS THE FACT THAT SHE WAS MARRIED

'

* I'M SURPRISED W
AT YOU,SHIRLEY? ^

I
WHAT WOULD ALDOUS
SAY IF HE HEARD^
YOU TALK LIKE
KwTHAT? .fjfffll

ALDOUS? HOW I

DETEST HIM? HE'S
RUINED MY LIFE?

*

I WISH HE'D DIE

f



At that moment aldous came
CROSS THE FIELD TO THE
HOUSE WHEN THE GROUND
JUST OPENED UP NOT TEN
FEET IN FRONT OF
ME '...STOPPED r-W OH...

JUST IN TIME ? )

GROUND RIVERS? THE RIVER «

KEEPS EATIN' AWAY THE SOIL
UNTIL THE TOP GROUND JUST.
CAVES IN?J— 7

—
'NEARLY,

GOT MYSELF (

KILLED.' THOSE/
DANGED J

SINK HOLES.' K

.SINK HOLES?
* WHAT'S A
SINK HOLE?

The entire plan struck her with shocking
FORCE? HERE WAS HER ONE AND ONLY CHANCE
FOR FREEDOM... FOR HAPPINESS? AND SHE WAS
IN NO MOOD TO LET IT SUP BY,.. |

DANGED SINK HOLES? PRACTICAL L

T

BOTTOMLESS

f

IF I'D FALLEN I N^
THERE, YOU'D NEVER HAVE—
m. FOUND ME

?

She dragged the unconscious aldous from
THE HOUSE...AND WITH GREAT EFFORT, LIFTED HIM
ONTO THE TRACTOR. OVERHEAD.THE DARK SKY
RUMBLED OMINOUSLY AS IF IN REPROACH...

HAVE TO HURRY ?

HE... HE'LL WAKE UP.
SOON ? (GASP?) .

Silently, she thanked aldous for having

MADE HER LEARN TO WORK THE TRACTOR ? NOW,

WHEN HER FUTURE. ..HER LIFE... DEPENDED ON IT,

SHE WAS ABLE TO SEND THE MACHINE LURCHING



Droplets of rain plunged from the sky
INTO THE EARTH? THE WIND ROSE, WHIPPING
HER HAIR? SHE REACHED THE SINK HOLE...

SHE RACED BACK TO THE TRACTOR AND PROPPED
ALDOUS IN ITS SEAT? FRANTICALLY.SHE HEADED
THE TRACTOR TOWARD THE GAPING HOLE, WAITED..
AND THEN LEAPED CLEAR.'

PLENTY BIG ENOUGH
FOR THE TRACTOR,
~St TOO '

,
—

^

Sprawled on the ground, she
WATCHED SPELLBOUND AS THE
TRACTOR TEETERED ON THE
EDGE OF THE PIT... AND THEN
TOPPLED INTO OBLIVION...

THERE WAS AN INVESTIGATION
BUT IT DISCLOSED NOTHING...

...AND THEN THERE WAS THE
INQUEST.

. BECAUSE THE
BODY OF THE DECEASED HAS
NOT BEEN FOUND, THE VERDICT
IS 'DEATH BY ACCIDENT, DUE TO—

1

THE CAUSES OF NATURE?'

YOU'LL NEVER FIND A BODY
DOWN THERE? PROBABLY
CARRIED AWAY BY THAT <
UNDERGROUND RIVER? NO

)

SIGN OF THE TRACTOR, J—i EITHER? **<£*,

Rick came... and shirley ran happily to him....And then she was free? she knew rick
would soon come to her, and she strolled
ABOUT THE FARM WHILE SHE WAITED. IT WAS
THE SAME UGLY, EMPTY-FEELING FARM. ..STILL
THE PLACE WHERE, IT SEEMED, NO ONE LIVED?

I... I HEARD \ DON'T BE SORRY, RICK, BE \
ABOUT ALDOUS, ) GLAD ' HE WAS UEM...CRDEL ?)
SHIRLEY? I'M JT HE STOOD BETWEEN US, BUT /
SORRY? WE'RE FREE, RICK?

l t m 1 FREE.' r



DON'T have to be afraid to SURE f JOE FARNSWORTH'S
i900D-WE — - -

SHOW OUR FEELINGS ANYMORE,
RICK DARLING' TELL ME ? TELL

COMING BACK TO TAKE OVER
.MY JOB ' I'M BEING SENT TO,

ANOTHER STATE

\
YOU TALKING
ABOUT? I

CAME TO SAY
"GOOD-BYE" '

ME ALL THE THINGS YOU'VE

BEEN WANTING TO TELL ME?

LOOK, SHIRLEY... YOU'RE A NICEANOTHER STATE?.' YOU'LL

YOU'LL TAKE ME WITH YOU,
WON'T YOU, RICK? FOR
HEAVENS SAKE, DON'T jjmM

LEA VE HE HERE ' SAY
YOU'LL TAKE HE «
WITH YOU.'/--**' ARE

YOU KIDDING

'

KID, BUT I CAN'T TAKE YOU <

WITH ME' I'VE BEEN HAPPILY

MARRIED FOR YEARS.'I GOT
A WIFE AND TWO KIDS.

'

^

CRANK
,
DRAWING THE BUCKET

She never saw or heard from rick again.she

REMAINED,LASHED TO THE DESOLATE FARM,

WHILE THE WEEKS PASSED INTO MONTHS... AND
ONE DAY, AS SHE WENT TO DRAW WATER FROM
THE WELL...

UPWARD ? ONCE ...TWICE ... THEN, SUDDENLY IT

STOPPED

f

UNGH' WON’T COME UP ANY
' FURTHER? SOMETHING...
SOMETHING'S HOLDINGS
Bn IT BACK.'

...CHILLY OUT HERE.
BETTER PULL THE
BUCKET UP AND d
HURRY INSIOE? A



She pitted all her strength
1

Rooted to the spot, she
STARED IN HORROR AS FIRST
ONE HAND SLID OVER THE
WELL'S WALL...AND THEN
ANOTHER...

The rope uncoiled to its
FULL LENGTH

,
AND THEN IT

SNAPPED TAUT? IT SWAYED
TO THE TASK OF RAISING THE

i BUCKET, BUT IT WAS NO USE?
THE HANDLE WAS WRENCHED <

FROM HER GRIP?
AND JERKED.

IT'S ...IT'S AS
IF SOMETHING.
IS CLIMBING

UP .' >—•"

THE BUCKET'S GOING DOWN

'

SOMETHINGS PULLING IT >
BACK DOWN

f

She was petrified? the incredulously hor-
rible THING GRASPED HER ARM WITH A SLIMY,
MOLTED HAND AND PULLED HER CLOSE TO ITS
SOAKING BODY? SHE FOUGHT HYSTERICALLY... BUT
THE SLOPPING, MAGGOT-COVERED LIMBS LOCKED
HER IN A DEATH GRIP_.AND DRAGGED HER INTO
THE DEPTHS? i

—

The hollow echoes of her screams ceased HEH.'HEH.'HEH.' WELL- DONE ? WELL- DONE? IF ^
SHIRLEY HADN'T GONE TO THE WELL, SHE J
MIGHT NOT HAVE KICKED THE BUCKET

'

OF \
COURSE,YOU REALIZE NOW THAT THE UNDER- \
GROUND RIVER FROM THE SINK HOLE WAS THE

)
WATER THAT FED THE WELL? HEH? I'LL BET J
ALDOUS EXPERIENCED A SINKING FEELING \
WHEN HE WENT TO HIS DEATH ? OH, WELL...

]

AS THE SAYING GOES," HOW YA GONNA KEEP /^ ^ ‘EM DOWN ON THE X
"ZSTW FARM AFTER THEY'VE'
VuW M SEEN DEAD ALDOUS?" .VK A HEN* HEH.'HEH/ /

ABRUPTLY, AND A CLOAK OF UTTER SILENCE
SEEMED TO SETTLE OVER THE EMPTY FARM?
NOW IT TRULY WAS... A PLACE WHERE NO ONE
LIVED!

I ^iifc i ||i|arf^~



IS THAT CHILD 3 FAIRY TALE THE VAULT-KEEPER JUST TOLD you supposed iuk»
Hfm BET YOU DIDN'T BAT AN EYELASH.' NOW. IT'S MY TURN.' YES. 'T'S^AGAIN? THE CHYPT-

I'VE LOOKED THROUGH MY COLLECTION OF TERROR-TALES HERE IN MY CRYPT. AND I VE COME

HUM-DINGER ' THIS TARN WILL ABSOLUTELY SEND CHILLS AND SHIVERS FROM THE TIPS OF YOUR

OES to the ends of the hairs on tour unkekft head.' if the blood mesnt freeze in tour

>M THIS SPINE-TINGLER, THEN YOU RE SITTING ON RED-HOT BRIMSTONE.' I CALL THIS CRAWLY

OF THE COUNTY HOSPITAL? DOCTOR HAROLD JOHN-

STONE. H IS BROW WET WITH PERSP1RAT 10 N.STEPPED

BACK FROM THE SHEETED, PROSTRATE FORM ON THE

OPERATING TABLE AND REMOVED HIS MASK? HIS

WHITE-COATED ASSISTANT GRASPED HIS RUBBER-

GLOVED HAND..
\\ CONQRATULATIONSjTHANK ^TOR. JOHNSTONE.' THE YOU, DR.

MOST AMAZING SURGICAL/ BROWN.
operation i’ve ever .X for your

WITNESSED? t-M INVALUABLE



Doctor johnstone turned, and
WITH HEAVY STEPS.MOVED THR0U6H
THE SWINGING DOORS OUT OF THE
OPERATING ROOM THE SMALL
GROUP OF NURSES AND OOCTORS
WATCHED HIM GO, . .

.[f^ SEHIU&
HE IS DEFINITELYJTWO YEARS
THE GREATEST /AGO, THIS OP
SURGEON AUVE / ATION WAS CO
M TODAY/ ^^ SIDERED IMPOS

AND LOCKERS/ HE REMOVED HIS

GLOVESAND WASHED.. .THEN,

f TIRED...SO TIRED/
FOUR HOURS AT THE
OPERATING TABLE/
.I'M EXHAUSTED/

t

THE HEADLIGHTS OF THE HURTLING AUTOMOBILE
REACHED INTO THE DARKNESS OF THE ROAD BEFORE
IT LIKE TWO GHOSTLY FINGERS POINTING INTO
ETERNITY. . .

DR. JOHNSTONE SAT BEHIND THE WHEEL/ HIS EYELIDS
WERE HEAVY WITH LACK OF SLEEP/ FOR A MOMENT,
THEY BLINKED CLOSED/ ONE FLEETING MOMENT. . .

YET LONG ENOUGH FOR THE DOCTOR TO MISS THE
TURN IN THE ROAD. .

. [mi

The STILLNESS OF THE DESERTED ROAD WAS SHAT-
TERED BY THE IMPACT OF TWO TONS OF METAL, GLASS,
AND HUMAN FLESH/ THEN THE DARKNESS CLOSED IN

ON THE WRECKAGE OF A ONCE SLEEK AUTOMOBILE /

THE DOCTOR LAY UNCONSCIOUS, HIS RIGHT HAND
PINNED BENEATH THE SEVEN-HUNDRED POUNO RED-
HOT ENGINE... /' "I’Mfc.PM — I

When doctor johnstone opened his eyes, he gazed
AT A FAMILIAR SIGHT... THE SPARKLING WHITE WALLS
OF A HOSPITAL ROOM/ HE LOOKED ABOUT/ HIS HEAD
CLEARED . . 17

=^ —— ~ '

_

—

_j|j REMEMBER, NOW/ THE 'jBBBK
|

/ CRASH/ X MUST HAVE FALLEN ASLEEP 1

C AT THE WHEEL/ MY HAND... IT PAINS J\ j



The bandages covereo his forearm from his elbow
DOWN' BUT THE HAND ... THE HAND WAS GONE...

'RlNB FOR THE NURSE IF YOU WANT SOMETHING!’

HE HAD OFTEN TOLD HI8 PATIENTS' HE LOOKED

FOR THE SWITCH 'IT LAV ABOVE HIS HEAD'HE'D

HAVE TO REACH FOR IT WITH MIS RIGHT HAND...

THE HAND THAT PAINED HIM SO...

7 OH, LORD. ..LORD.. WHAT
HAVE THEY DONE TO ME?

r
JUST... A...LITTLE...HIGHER... AND

X...OH... WHA... NO... NO... NO

7

YAAAA aaahhs
J-'r'-vvvyvvifl

T HE OAYS WENT BY, AND THE DOC-

TOR BECAME SULLEN AND MOROSE?

HE BROODED... SPOKE TO NO ONE-

AND HE

WAS SUCH
'a brilliant

SURGEON?

ITS UNDERSTANDABLE?

HIS CAREER IS

U FINISHED!"

I DON'T WANT TO SLEEP!

I DON'T WANT TO LIVE
ANYMORE f .

—

THEN.ONE DAY, ABOUT THREE MONTHS AFTER THE

ACCIDENT, DOCTOR JOHNSTONE WAS READING A

MEDICAL JOURNAL... SOMETHING ABOUT KEEPING

...AND THEN THEY LET HIM GO

HOME? THERE WAS NOTHING MORE

TO BE DONE FOR HIM 'THE WRIST

WOULD HEAL' BUT THE MIND...

AH, THE MIND WAS A DIFFERENT
MATTER? HEH.HEH' HOW WOULD

YOU FEEL IF YOU WERE IN DOCTOR
J\ JOHNSTONE'S SHOES. EH? 7

They ouieted doctor johnstone?

THEY TOLD HIM THAT HIS HAND
HAD BEEN MANGLED AND BURNED'
THAT WHEN THEY BROUGHT HIM

TO THE HOSPITAL, AMPUTATION WAS

THE ONLY RECOURSE 'THEY GAVE HIM

SEDATIVES... TO MAKE HIM SLEEP..



For many nights, if anyone took
THE CARE TO NOTICE, THE DOCTOR
WAS SEEN FREQUENTING BARS,
BACK ALLEYS5KI0 ROW... LOOKING-
LOOKING. . .

A BODY/ NOW, I MUST GET A
FRESH BODY.' ^

SHAY... MISHTER.' KIN

YA SHPARE A DIME?

Close to midnight, two shadowy
FIGURES STAGGERED FROM A BAR'

THEN, ONE COLLAPSED AND THE
OTHER CARRIED HIM TO A WAITING

At LAST DOCTOR JOHNSTONE HAD
FOUND HIS VICTIM.' A DOVM- AND-
OUTER' A CHRONIC ALCOHOLIC WITH

NO FAMILY... NO FRIENDS. . . NO ONE
TO MISS HIM IF HE ... DISAPPEARS!)

Once at his home,the doctor
CARRIED THE LIMP FORM OF HIS

VICTIM DIRECTLY TO HIS LABORA-
TORY.' THE LIGHTS IN THE APPARA-
TUS-CLUTTERED ROOM BURNED FAR
INTO THE NIGHT.' TOWARDS MORN-

r CRIPES.' HE’S A TANK.'

I THOUGHT HE'D NEVER
L. PASS OUTf^^M

I DON
1 KNOW WHY I'M

TELLIN 1

YUH ALL <A

THISH, MISHTER' H
BUY ME ’NOTHER /j-
DRINK, HUH?

GOT TO GET RID
i
OF THE BODY '

. . .The SOUND OF A SPADE STRIKING the SOFT earth
WAS HEARD.' IT ECHOED ABOUT THE DOCTOR'S GARDEN
. . . RESOUNDING FROM TREE TO TREE . . .

Soon the hole was deep and dark.' the doctor
PUSHED THE BODY OF THE UNFORTUNATE DERELICT

I

INTO THE YAWNING PIT AND FILLED IT UP WITH THE
BLACK EARTH... ' —=»

'Uly THANKS,FRIEND.’ THANKS
ftfj FOR THE HAND .. HA- HA -HA'

f I'LL BURY HIM HERE, IN MY '

GARDEN.' HE'LL NEVER BE
t MISSEO... BUT I F HE IS . .

. ,t THEYV HARDLY LOOK FOR ag
'X~I him HERE



Doctor johnstone touched

A WIRE TO A NERVE ENDING

AT THE STUMP OF THE WRIST

A SMALL CHAR6E OF ELECTRI-

CITY SHOT FROM IT f THE
HAND QUIVERED... A FINGER

BENT UPWARD-Jl
, T ,.<}>

jT

Horror clutched at the
doctor's pounding heart?
the hand lay on the

TABLE... THE TUBES
ATTACHED TO ITS VEINS

AND ARTERIES PULSATING

WITH EACH STROKE OF

THE PUMP- ris^
'

The work in the garden completed,the doc-

tor RETURNED TO HIS LABORATORY? THE MONO-

TONOUS THROBBING OF AN AIR PUMP... THE GURG-

LING OF PLASMA COURSING THROUGH TUBING...

THE STEAOY DRIP, DRIP OF GLUCOSE...WE RE

HEARD? OOCTOR JOHNSTONE STARED AT THE

HAND LYING ON THE WHITE MARBLE SLAB...

GOT TO

TEST IT? TO SEE /

IF IT'S STILL

L ALIVEf J
’

IT... it's turning

BLUE.' IS IT...

DEAD ? .

:
DOCTOR BEGAN TO UNWRAP THE BANDAGES

RIGHT
'

ARM...
| x 0NlY HOPE ... I DOI

CONSCIOUSNESS DURING THE
OPERATION ?

The clock on the laboratory wall ticked on

AND ON? AND THEN, THREE HOURS LATER-
~7 FINISHED' NOW, I MUST ^

'GIVE IT TIME... TIME FOR
THE NERVE ENDINGS TO

KNIT TOGETHER, THE JOINT-

CARTILAGE TO REFORM.THE

VEINS TO MEND, AND THE
CONNECTING PLASTIC

L TUBING TO DISSOLVE...!

SOMETHING HAD BEENSomething was WRONG.
OVERLOOKED? THE HAND WAS AWI/tf...THERE WAS NO FEEL-

ING' THE DOCTOR TOOK A PIN AND JABBED IT ? THERE

WAS NO PAIN.I'VE FAILED.' I CAN'T

MOVE THE FINDERSlf dead? it's ...DEAD:

OldWaynes #416



The doctor hurled himself upon the bed and Ft

INTO AN EXHAUSTED SLEEP ? THE DAY DARKENED AND
NISHT CAME ON ? THE DEAD HAND LAY AT HIS SIDE,
ATTACHED TO HIS ARM... LIFELESS... STILL? THEN... A

When the doctor woke up. he found himself
TEARING AT THE LOCK TO THE TOOLROOM, TRYING

He LIFTED THE HAND- STARING AT IT? HE TRIED
TO BEND THE FINGERS? THERE WAS NO RESPONSE.

The NEXT NIGHT, THE DOCTOR WENT TO BED AT HIS USUAL
TIME? DURING THE DAY HE HAD BEEN ALMOST TEMPTED TO
REMOVE THE LIFELESS HAND FROM HIS ARM... BUT HAD
DECIDED TO WAIT, TO SEE? HIS SLEEP WAS TROUBLED? HE
DREAMED OF WALKING IN BLACKNESS ... CARRYING A STICK ?

HE WAS AWAKENED SUDDENLY BY...

STILL DEAD? THE FLESH IS ALIVE BUT THE
mmL HAND ITSELF REMAINS DEAD?

WHAT THE...? I MUST HAVE BE
VG IN MY SLEEP AGAIN? I FELL
THIS- SOFT SPOT IN THE EARTH
- THE SPOT.

THE SPOT WHERE I BURIED MU.'
WHAT AM I DOING WITH THIS

Doctor johnstone tried to
WRENCH THE SHOVEL FROM THE
OEAD LIMB ? BUT IT HELD IT IN A

VICE-LIKE GRIP...

SHOVEL? AND THE HAND...
THE DEAD HAND IS HOLDING

HOW... HOW DID IT TAKE HOLD OF
THE SHOVEL IN THE FIRST

PLACE?



IN MY SLEEP, MY SUBCONSCIOUS
CAN CONTROL IT f BUT NOW...

k I CANNOT MAKE IT MOVE- M
GOOD LORDfI
AM 0/00/NS.'

An EXCRUCIATING PAIN WHIPPED THROUGH JOHNSTONE'S

RIGHT ARM? THE HAND. ..THE DEAD HAND...
>OCTOR JOHNSTONE STARED DOWN INTO THE BLACK

" THERE ,
IN THE SLIMY WET SOIL,

|HOLE BEFORE

I
HE SAW IT... (j IT... IT'S TEARING

ITSELF LOOSE.'
I....Z'VE DUO UP THAT
DRUNK Z MURDERED'

HEH.HEH? AND THAT'S MY TALE \

FROM THE CRYPT FOR THIS ISSUE,
j

KIDDIES' LOOKS LIKE THE OLD
DRUNK'S HAND RESENTED BEING /

V SEPARATED FROM /“
I ITS BODY, EH? /
\ IT CAME BACK, \
\ THOUGH, IN A '

\ GRIPPING
FINISH...DOCTOR

r / JOHNSTONE'S
,

FINISH, THAT

\ IS .'WELL, I HOPE

/\ * |\ \ THIS STORY

m\ -t ’"diX I
HANDED YOU
A FEW CHILLS'
NOW, I'LL TURN
YOU BACK TO

fK THE VAULT-

i\\\ KEEPER FOR

IfffeSl'llW ANOTHER SISSY-

IkTIllllK STORY.' >

They found the doctor lying

BY THE PIT' HE WAS DEAD' BLOOD
TRIOKLEO FROM HIS RAW WRIST-
STUMP? AND DOWN AT THE BOT-

TOM OF THE PIT...|
|

>"
.

VD V UNDERSTAND \

D JI IT? THE DOC'S
HAND WAS

Y AMPUTATED

f SEVERAL MONTHS
AGO... BUT THIS
WOUND IS FRESH.'
LOOKS LIKE HE'S J

BEEN CHOKED l
TO DEATH, TOO'
I...I WONDER? .

THE AMAZED DOCTOR FINALLY REMOVED THE SHOVEL

FROM THE HAND, LOCKED IT IN THE TOOLROOM, ANO
RETURNED TO THE HOUSE? THERE WAS NO SLEEP FOR

HIM THE REST OF THAT NIGHT f HE WAS SURE NOW
THE OPERATION WAS A SUCCESS AND THAT THE HAND
LIVED... MOVED ...WAS CONTROLLABLE...

The following evening, after an exhausting day

OF TREATING THE HAND WITH DIATHERMY TO RELAX
THE MUSCLES,THE DOCTOR RETIRED EARLY? HE IM-

MEDIATELY DROPPED OFF INTO A NIGHTMARE OF CLAW-

ING AT CLOSED DOORS... AND DIGGING... DI66IN0.'
SUDDENLY. HE OPENED HIS EYES-

An ear-splitting shriek shat-

tered THE STILLNESS OF DOCTOR
JOHNSTONE'S GARDEN 'THE GULPING,

WRETCH ING, GAGGING GROANS OF A

MAN BEING CHOKED TO DEATH



r PIRATES...CLOWNS...APES.

FAMOUS PEOPLE...THIS IS T

KIND OF PLACE iVE BEEN

R SEARCHING FOR' YjA

Ken entered the gloomy shop' the musty
SMELL OF CLOTHES LONG-SINCE ROTTED INTO
USELESSNESS... YELLOWING NEWSPAPERS THAT
COVERED FORGOTTEN ORDERS... THE ODOR OF DRYING

RUBBER AND AGING PAPER-MACHE BURNED HIS NOS-
TRILS' THE SHOP WAS DANK AND DAMP..

. LONELY..

.

UKE ATOMB...^,



He came from behind a faded curtain...small.
WRINKLED...AN OLD MAN, BENT FROM THE SHRINKING
OF A ONCE YOUNG BODY? HE SHUFFLED TOWARDS KEN.

MASKS HUNG GRINNING EAGERLY AT AN EMPTY DARK

DESERTED STREET. . [ WHAT IS WRONG WITH THE

f I. ..I'D LIKE TO BUY A
COSTUME... FOR A MAS-
OUERADE PARTY? SOME-
THING. . . UNIQUE/ 1

f
BUT HERE... AH... 'y

HERE IN MY SHOP,

l THINGS ARE DIFFERENT.}
*
MY MASKS ARE REAL,'J

y THEY REFLECT THE
CHARACTER OF THE 1

S PERSONS WHO WEAR
)

BL 7 THEM...! J

EVERYONE WEARS A \i

MASK? IT HIDES THE y

EVII THE GOOD... \
THE HATE. ..THE LOVE '

. . . . THAT LIES BENEATH?

HUH

?

YEAH,
SURE?
ONLY..

r ONE OF MY MASKS
REPRESENT MORE
TRULY THE PERSON

t THAT IS BENEATH THE
L FACE IT COVERS?

Ken ANDERS LEFT THE SHOP, THE PACKAGE UNDER
* )WN THE DARK TWISTING

:D HIM... STOPPED BEFORE
THEN ENTERED.^. . ^

JCR4ZV OLD GUY? OH,
* “/ WELL ? AT LEAST I
j/Wt* HAVE A COSTUME FOR

THE MASQUERADE TO-

Bk NIGHT... AT A PRICE
Bm. I COULD AFFORD?

HERE? TAKE THIS BOX?IT
HAS A COSTUME AND A MASK
INSIDE? A MASK THAT

' ACTUALLY LOOKS like

YOU. . . THE REAL YOU?

HIS ARM? HE MOVED C

STREET? A GIRL PASS
THE COSTUME SHOP.

INTERESTING? NOW,
ABOUT THIS MASQUE
RADE PARTY... J



Once back at his room, ken Ken stepped back horrified?
THE ROTTING FACE OF A DECOM-
POSING CORPSE, ALMOST SKULL
LIKE. LEERED UP AT HIM...

WHAT A REVOLTING COSTUME?
WELL. . .1 MIGHT AS WELL WEAR FT?

IT'S TOO LATE TO TAKE IT BACK, .

NOW/ —

SHOWERED AND SHAVEO? THEN HE
CUT THE STRING THAT SECUREO THE
BOX,OPENED IT. . .

NOW LET'S SEE WHAT KIND
OF A COSTUME THE OLD GUY
GAVEME ANYWAY. . . WHA...?

¥ ROOD LORD.' THE
OLD GUY WAS NUTS?
THAT HOG-WASH
ABOUT REAL CHAR-
ACTER. . . H-MM-M PH?

BIO JOKE/

Ken DRESSED IN THE MOLDY ROTTED CLOTHES OF THE
COSTUME AND PUT THE MASK BACK INTO THE BOX?
THEN HE LEFT? HE TOOK A TAXI CROSS- TOWN TO HIS
FIANCEE’S HOUSE...
hr ——-r 7-J X M NOT GOING, KEN? I'VE

f
AGNES? YOU'RE \ / A TERRIBLE HEADACHE?

^ NOT D RESSED?J YOU GO ON ALONE ?I WOULDN’T
WANT T0 SP0IL TOUR EVE-

!|j^ [1 NING? l|a|M|l ||f

NONSENSE? I'LL STAY

Ken left? the party wouldn’t be much fun
WITHOUT AGNES? DEAREST AGNES? SOMEDAY SHE
WOULD BE KEN’S WIFE? AND THEY’D GROW OLD
TOGETHER.

. . AND, . THE MASK. . .

Ken turned around? a car pulled up before
AGNES' HOUSE? A MAN GOT OUT AND WENT INSIDE ?KEN
MOVED TOWARD THE DOOR... OPENED IT. . .

OID YOU GET ,

.HIM, HONEY!
' YES, THE SAPf I SENT
HIM ON WITHOUT ME?
TOLD HIM I HAD A HEAD-
ACHE ? HE WON'T BOTHER
US AGAIN TONIGHT? NOW
. . . KISS HE

f

b
if I LEFT MY MASK AT
AGNES' HOUSE? I'LL
.HAVE TO GO BACK AND

GET IT?



Ken picked up his package and closed the doori
AGNES... AONES ANO ANOTHER NAN..

Ken walked in a daze ' he kept seeing them.

GETHER... KISSING... EMBRACING.. . AND LAUOHIN
LAUGHING AT HIM...

HOW... HOW
[COULD 6HE DO THIS TO
ME f I... I THOUGHT SHE
ft LOVED ME ' Hi

And then he found himself standing before a

DOOR' FROM WITHIN, THE SOUND OF MUSIC AND REV- 1

ELRY DRIFTED ONTO THE DARK STREET ' HE UNTIED f

THE BOX AND SLIPPED ON THE MASK ' THE DOOR

P>" —p ' r rrr rr~r ' *~4

0H -Y0U GAVE ME A START'.
WHAT A A SCARY MASK'fi

Ken moved as though ina dream? people in varied

COSTUMES... LAUGHING-TALKING ...DANCING.. DRINKING...

.ALL GREW SILENT AS THEY CAUGHT SIGHT OF HIM'

BUT HE DIDN'T CARE ' HE FELT LIKE HIS MASK-DEAD

... HIS LIFE ENDED' THE OLD MAN.. FUNNY... THE

SHAY ' C'MERE MISHTER CORPSHf I

GOT JUSHT THE GIRL FOR YOU ' r

The drunken pirate pulled
HIM TO A FAR CORNER OF THE ROOM
WHERE A SHAPELY GIRL, HER FACE
COVERED BY THE MASK OF AN
EVIL VAMPIRE, SAT DEMURELY...

The girl lookeo up' the drunk
PIRATE RAMBLED ON—

MISH VAMPIRE f LOOKA WHAT
1 GOT FOR TOD

CAN...STAND IT ") YES' I'D

. WE DANCE ? ^ LOVE TO!



Ken took her in his arms/ her warm loveliness

WAS COMFORTING TO HIM/ TONIGHT... TONIGHT HE

WOULD HAVE FUNf FORGET AGNES / OVER. . . DONE
*"» •

•—
1

) YES/ IS THAT

)
WHERE YOU

BOUGHT YOURS?

AT A LITTLE PLACE DOWNTOWN...

COSTUME SHOP.. WITH A QUEER
. OLD PROPRIETOR? M

I. . . I'M SORRY ABOUT THE MASK/

I. . . I BOUGHT IT SIGHT UNSEEN/

MUSIC...THE LAUGHING... AND
GIRL IN HIS ARMS. ..WARM...

ELY.. TALKING TO HIM/MAKING
FORGET. . . FORGET.

-

YEAH /CRAZY
OLD COOT/

.IT WAS A

)
DIRTY

i TRICK /

DID HE TELL YOU J.

ABOUT HIS MASKS,
)

TOO? THAT THEY S
TRULY REPRESENTED

K THE WEARER/ Tft

They laughed/ she was sweet/ not hard and
COLD LIKE AGNES / SHE WAS SOFT. .. GENTLE -

The evening went by.and ken and

MASKED PARTNER DANCED ON... AND

TALKED... AND FELL IN LOVE. . .

IS MYSTERIOUS

OF COURSE,
SWEET /WE'LL
FIND A QUIET,

LONELY SPOT/

PLEASE, DARLING/ LET'S GO OUT /*

INTO THE GARDEN/ IT'S ALMOST l

MIDNIGHT AND I.. .I'D LIKE TO BE v

ALONE WITH YOU WHEN WE UNNASKf



Near A MIRROR-LIKE LILY POOL, THEY STOOD.. .KEN IWlTH TREMBLING HANDS,KEN UNTIED THE EVIL,UGLY,

|
VAMPIRE MASK FROM THE GIRL AND LIFTED ITAWAY...

OUCH/ GOOD

T
LORD/ «

YES... I'LL WANT YOU..

AND THIS IS AS GOOD A -

TIME AS ANY. . .

They struggled? ken's foot He pushed her head below theShe SPRANG AT HIM. . . BURYING HER
SHARP FANGS IN HIS NECK? FOR A
MOMENT, KEN WAS PARALYZED WITH
FEAR? THEN.

SURFACE? SHE CLUTCHED AT HIS

MASK, TEARING IT FROM HIS FACE?
THE WATER WAS CHURNED BY THE
GASPING AND STRUGGLING OF THE
DROWNING GIRI /

'

GET. ..AWAY.. .FROM. .

GASP.. - YOU. . .GASP. .

HORRIBLE. . .FIEND. MY ONLY CHANCE. MONSTER lDIE'

I His OWN REFLECTION.'h i

s

FACE HEH, HEH ? WELL, THAT'S MY
TALE, KIDDIES? KEN LOOKED

INTO THE LILY-POOL AND
DECIDED RIGHT THEN AND
THERE TO VISIT A GOOD <

PLASTIC SURGEON? OH WELL?
HE'LL FIND OUT THAT IT'S AN

UNDERTAKER

Ws ^4 HE *eally
fC Jg| NEEDS? ANO

NOW, I'LL TURN
YOU OVER TO

K ESMlt MV FELL0W

9'ftWM 6HOULUNATIC..

li iV THE 0L0

IliMllMbV wlTCH -
/ eYE >MWfWm NOW?

UNMASKED.

OH LORD. . . NO
to NO.'

AND, IF YOU DON'T HAVE A
SUBSCRIPTION YOU'LL FIND

OUR ADDRESS SOMEWHERE!



HE^HEE? YES, IT'S ME AGAIN? THE OLD WITCH

f

I SEE IT IS TIME
ONCE MORE FOR ME TO LIGHT THE FIRE UNDER MY CAULDRON AND BREW
FOR YOU ANOTHER TALE OF TERROR' I'M SURE YOU'LL LIKE THE
TASTE OF THIS YARN I’VE CONCOCTED? IT'S A SPECIAL RECIPE,FILLED

WITH HORROR, WELL GARNISHED WITH FRIOHT, AND TOPPED OFF WITH

A SH0CK/H6 FINISH' TUCK YOUR SHROUDS UP UNDER YOUR LITTLE

CHINS SO THE DRIPPING CHILLS WON'T SOIL YOUR MUMMY WRAPPINGS,

AND I'LL FEED YOU THE TALE I CALL. . .

My TALE BEGINS IN A SMALL TOWN? IT'S A NICE

TOWN. ..WITH NICE PEOPLE ... TALL NICE PEOPLE...

SHORT NICE PEOPLE . SKINNY NICE PEOPLE . .

.

AND FAT NICE PEOPLE ! AH, THE FAT NICE PEOPLE'

THEY ARE THE ONES MY STORY IS ABOUT? THERE'S

MRS. VAN KLEGE.THE TOWN'S RICHEST WOMAN. . . ggg
MY DEAR MRS. VAN KLEGE? YOU
SIMPLY MUST REDUCE? YOUR >

FIGURE IS GETTING MORE fj
IMPOSSIBLE TO FIT
EVERYDAY? J 15S\

WEIGHT!
0 REDUCE
WJ THE

ftj#

-



'BUT MOTHER? I...

I COULDN'T GIVE UP
MY ICE-CREAM FRAPPE
SUNDAES WITH WHIPPED
CREAM f I LOVE
THEM SO? ^

LOOK AT YOU? I'M ALWAYS
MENDING BUTTONS ON YOUR ‘

CLOTHES? THEY KEEP POPPING
OFF? I'M ASHAMED TO BE .

SEEN WITH YOU ON THE A
STREETS* WHY DON'T YOU A

GO ON A DIET? .. iWf!

ANOTHER SATURDAY NIGHT
AT HOME? SALLY , HOW 00
YOU EXPECT BOVS TO
ASK YOU OUT IF YOU 'a

REFUSE TO WATCH ft

YOUR FIGURE?

Oh, OF COURSE THERE ARE OTHER NICE FAT PEOPLE
IN THIS TOWN , BUT THESE FOUR ARE THE ONES
WE ARE MOST CONCERNED ABOUT? THESE FOUR AND
ONE OTHER? A HEAVY MAN WITH TWINKLING EYES
WHO JUST AT THIS MOMENT IS DRIVING HIS EXPEN-

SIVE CAR DOWN THE MAIN STREET... "fg"". JV

And poor charlie street.. .two-hunored and

FORTY POUNDS OF BACHELOR-LIVING IN A FURNISHED

r " CNEVER GOES OUT WITH ALL
THE NICE WOMEN BOARDIN' WITH
ME? THEY WON'T LOOK AT HIM

'CAUSE HE’S SO... SO...YOU KNOW?

A FEW DAYS LATER, LARGE POSTERS
BEGIN TO APPEAR ON FENCES, BILL-

BOARDS, AND BRICK WALLS AROUND
TOWN.../ Ill -L.

—

Can it be true? no dieting? no exer-

CISES? JUST DR. PERDO’S AMAZING
FORMULA? ALL THE NICE FAT PEOPLE
OF THE TOWN JAM THE LECTURE HALL
TO HEAR OR.PEROO... / "T

AND 80, LADIES AND GENTLEMEN,
THAT IS THE STORY OF MV DISCOVERY?
IN THIS TINY CAPSULE IS THE WHOLE
SECRET OF MY AMAZING REDUCING
PROGRAM ?.. LET ME WARN YOU ? THE
COSTS OF MY RE8EARCH WERE HIGH...

THEREFORE, MY FEE FOR THIS

. PRECIOUS CAPSULE WILL ^A
I'lTl BE HIGH f

FAT...?

DR. PERDO'S AMAZING
FORMULA WILL WORK
WONDERS FOR YOU ??

. NO DIETING '

9 NO EXENOISES'
EAT ALL YOU PLEASE?
LOSE WEIGHT IMMEDIATELY?

ATTEND LEOTUNE TONMHT.



Yes. the fee is hish.' two hun-
dred DOLLARS FOR ONE LITTLE
CAPSULE/ BUT, IF IT IS ALL THAT
DOCTOR PERDO CLAIMS IT TO BE,

Mrs. van klege is first in line
THE NEXT MORNING WHEN DR. PERDO
OPENS THE DOOR TO HIS ‘CLINIC

1

/

BEHIND HER ARE TOM AIKINS,SALLY

BATES, AND CHARLIE STREET. ..
^ IT IS IMPOSSIBLE
THAT THIS CAPSULE WILL

DO ALL DR. PERDO CLAIMS

IT WILL, MR. AIKIN/ NOW,
IF YOU WANT TO REDUCE,
I CAN PRESCRIBE A DIET

? 1

1

‘and IN TWO
WEEKS, IF YOU HAVE ALL NOT
BEGUN TO LOSE POUNDS AND
POUNDS, I GUARANTEE A PUL
PEFUND TO EACH AND EVERY

ONE OF YOU 1

COME IN / COME IN,

LADIES AND GENTLEMEN/

But doc dougherty is ignored/ the four nice fat

PEOPLE EACH TAKE ONE OF DOCTOR PERDO'S CAP-
SULES. . . i. _ _ yn

In A FEW WEEKS. THE PEOPLE WHO HAVE PAIO DR.

PERDO HIS FABULOUS FEE BEGIN TO LOSE WEIGHT. .

THAT'S A GOOD GIRL,

SALLY / w__
JUST LOOK AT MR. STREET/ HE
LOOKS TWENTY POUNDS SLIMMER

ALREADY/ j r»T
HERE GOES, MOTHER f

And in a month,the nice fat people who have
TAKEN DR. PERDO‘S CAPSULES ARE NICE SLIM
PEOPLE

'
'

' 11 V
F" » CAN I TAKE YOU TO THE ) TO LOVE
SOPHMORE DANCE SATURDAY TO GO,

. NIGHT, SALLY? IRVING/

So THAT WHEN DOCTOR PERDO CLOSES HIS 'CLINIC',

AND BIDS GOOD-BYE TO THE NICE SMALL TOWN,
THERE ARE FOUR GRATEFUL THIN PEOPLE TO SEE
HIM OFF. .. C" /" Wr GOOD-BYE/ C

DOCTOR/ I'LL
NEVEN FORGET
YOU FOR THB/ .



But a few weeks after or. perdo has gone, the
NICE THIN PEOPLE WHO TOOK HIS AMAZING CAPSULE
HAVE BECOME THINNER PEOPLE. . •

REALLY, MRS. VAN K LEGE .' THIS IS

GETTING RIDICULOUS' I'VE TAKEN

IN THIS DRESS THREE
„ TIMES ALREADY' .

SALLY' YOU MUST EAT
MORE' YOU’RE GETTING
SKINNY AS A RAIL'

* i can’t,

I LEENA ' HE
WARNED ME'
I’D BE . . .

EMBARRASSED.

DOCTOR.' IT'S

MY ROOMER,
CHARLIE STREET*

he’s DYINS.'

But when old doc dougherty

YOU'RE TOO A HE’S ALL ENACI-
LATE, DOCTOR? J ATED.' THIN AS A

HE.. .HE'S f BONE* HE LOOKS

DEAD.'J LIKE HE STARVED
DEA™f _

WHY DON'T YOU )

GO SEE OLD DOC <
DOUGHERTY, TOM? J
HE'LL TELL YOU <.
WHY YOU’RE DOWN V

TO NINETY POUNDS/

I'LL CALL THE CITY MORGUEf
I HAVE TO PERFORM AN
AUTOPSY TO DETERMINE
THE CAUSE OF DEATH f

HE AIN'T GQT NO
FAMILY, DOCTOR/

GOOD LORD.'.

^|\/|



The doctor arrives at sally bates' house just
AS SALLY PASSES INTO THE BEYOND' TOM AIKIN IS

DEATHLY ILL WHEN DOC DOUGHERTY ARRIVES' HE
A DMI

N

l STERS^ DRUGS _ gUT^/^R ~*gri pnnc
J M TOO LATE.' I^^TlTOMr HE. SOB... JUST
CAN'T SAVE HIM, ) JUST WASTED AWAY f

fc now r

OLD DOC HURRIES? THERE ISN'T A MOMENT TO LOSE.

KLEGE?

I

r£ HER..

The warrant is sworn and the
SEARCH FOR PERDO BEGINS..

.
/r»T

Then the ooc rushes to judge
FARLANO'S HOUSE..

^
WHAT’S WRONG,

)
YOU'VE SOT TO

DOC? YOU'RE /SWEAR OUT A \

WHITE AS A /WARRANT FOR
GHOST' THIS INHUMAN OOC-

k J TOR PERDO f HE. ..HE'S

"\ [j MURDERED FOUR PEOPLE'

Weeks BUT THE TREACHER-
OUS DOCTOR IS NOT FOUND. .

THAT'SI THINK IT WOULD FY’ESfTHAT
BE WISE IF THE / WOULD BE
INFORMATION AS TO /ADVISABLE
THE CAUSES OF DEATH) UNDER THE
BE WITHHELD FROM /ciRGUMSTANC
THE FAMILIES OF THE J ^
r VICTIMS'

\
I SIGNED THE DEATH

CERTIFICATE WITHOUT
AUTOPSY ON MRS. VAN

,

KLEGE SINCE 1 KNEW
I
WHAT X WOULD FIND,

L_— ANYWAY ' .

[The weeks stretch into months, but doctor
PERDO ELUDES HIS PURSUERS' THEN,ONE DAY...

ABOUT SIX MONTHS AFTER HIS FOUR VICTIMS HAD
DIED- DOCTOR PERDO, SPORTING A MOUSTACHE AS

|
A DISGUISE, IS DRIVING ALONG A COUNTRY ROAD...

They say a criminal always returns to the scene
OF THE CRIME' PERDO SEEMS TO BE NO EXCEPTION? HE
TAKES A BACK ROUTE, SKIRTING THE EDGE OF TOWN ...

UGH ' THE TOWN CEME TERY' LET'S ~SEE
I SOLD FOUR CAPSULES IN THIS BERG '

THAT MEANS X GOT FOUR CUSTOMERS Jf !
BURIED BEHIND THAT IRON GATE ' V

HMMM ' X'D BETTER TAKE A DETOUR!

L. I MIGHT BE RECOGNIZED ? w-L.



Suddenly the gas-station
ATTENDANT TURNSf THAT VOICE

HAS A FAMILIAR RING' HE PEERS

INTO THE CAR.. .FLASHLIGHT IN

HAND... SHINING FULL INTO THE
MURDERING DOCTOR'S FACE...

"PERDO NO.' *NOr
IT’S YOU'.' hr- .

Suddenly the engine sputters' doctor

PERDO LOOKS DOWN ' THE GAUGE REGISTERS

EMPTYf HIS CAR JUST HAS ENOUGH POWER

TO COAST INTO A NEARBY GAS STATION..

PERDO LEAPS FROM THE CAR f HE RUSHES

DOWN THE ROAD ' THE GAS-STATION ATTEN-

DANT SPRINGS TO A PHONE... \t'<T*

HIM ALL RIGHT' I'D KNOW HIM

J
ANYWHERE 'CALL OUT A POSSE

'

L HE'S HEADED SOUTH ON THE

^ / POST ROAD' FOR MY DAUGHTER,V SALLY... AND THE REST... JK GET HIM ' — f

Meanwhile, peroo is racing blindly down the road' past

AN IRON FENCE. HE PANTS... CT^^TTfUFTFRY' I. "cOULD
“

itgaF^mDE THERE' THEY'D... THEY'D NEVER
think OF LOOKING FOR ME IN

THERE r
-~2W\ MTTn mere?

Through an opening in the rusi

TOMBSTONES AND GRASSY MOUNDS.

PERDO... IN HIS TERROR...NEVER NOTICES

THE NAME OVER THE D00R...K4H RCESE...



Perdo unlatches the catch Outside the mausoleum, theThe ooor cucks behind him/he
STANDS BESIDE A COFFIN REPOSING
GROTESQUELY IN THE CENTER OF

THE COLO STONE ROOM.' SUDDENLY,

HE HEARS A NOISE.

J'arustling sound?); coming 7
1 FROM THE CASKET.'

POSSE... WITH BLOODHOUNDS HOT
ON PERDO'S SCENT... ARE STARTLED

BYA BLOOD-CURDLING, EAR-SPLIT-

TING SHRIEK...

They rush to the stone vault... swing open the

poor. .
. r;

800D LORD'

A HUGE WORM-LIKE MONSTER THRASHES ABOUT
DARK MAUSOLEUM' THEN, THE THRASHING ISSTIL

COUNTLESS BULLETS PLOW I NJTOJT S
^HIDEOUSJHUj

IfwHE^rs'
[ PERDO?

W/eKfrCmKr IN

m rar HEAVEN
is it?

“look' his shoe... with part
,

OF A FOOT in it' THE THING.' IT

^MUST HAVE...DEVOURED
W. HIM... - -

/ HEE, HEE.' AND THAT'S MY STORY FROM THE ^
CAULDRON FOR THIS TIME, YOU HORRORHUNGRY
\ H/D/OTS

f

PEROO GAVE HIS VICTIMS
)V— A TAPEWORM TO SWALLOW. . .

/
AND FINALLY ONE SWALLOWED

(HIM/X HOPE YOU ENJOYED \
THIS TASTY TALE.' DON'T FEEL \

SORRY FOR THE FOUR NICE
]

K PEOPLE WHO DIED FROM PERDO'S,

FIENDISH PLOT.' IN THE END... I

lar*3ir the worm turned. . . on /
WpWlfil HIM/ HEE, HEE.' OH, BY THE l

WAY.' IF YOU WANT TO LOSE \

WEIGHT, DON'T GO TO A QUACK

r"tj "LIKE PERDO.' JUST KEEP /

I READING E.C. HORROR <

k MAGS.' YOU'LL SHIVER \

I»mSS^'iTTi3 '* (C THE FAT OFF.' BYE, NOW' )

Through the milling posse, old doc Dougherty f.

AND JUDGE FARLANO PUSH THEIR WAY' THEY GAZE IN

HORROR AS THE REVOLTING SIGH T.
/^-JVCv. f~\ r

'wH/tf'lTl (’P^CtAPEWORM/AMOHSTEROiff'^
IT, DOC 9 (>' TAPEWORM

/

THE ONE THAT KILLED
MRS. VAN KLEGE.' IT MUST HAVE GROWN

\
AND FED ON HER BODY UNTIL PEROO
RELEASED IT FROM THE COFFIN .'—WSM THEN IT ATTACKED HIM' YOU SEE,

THOSE REDUCING CAPSULES HE SOLD

9K» «\V EACH CONTAINED A TAPEWORMK mtm
\

LARVA

/

A SURE WAY TO REDUCE.'





mis

HEH, HEH? WELCOME TO THE VAULT
OF HORROR' ONCE AGAIN I HAVE A
CHILLING STORY TO SOOTHE YOUR
PALPITATING HEARTS? IT'S FROM
MY PRIVATE COLLECTION AND TAKES
PLACE IN THE DEEP SOUTH

f

I THINK
YOU’LL LIKE IT? I CALL THIS LITTLE

^ SPINE-TINGLER.. .

SOUTHERN
HOSPITALITY/

Abner scanlon was a gigolo? because he
SO DISLIKED WORK. .

AND SINCE HE WAS SO
HANDSOME ... HE PREYED ON RICH WOMEN, AND
USED HIS WILES TO SLYLY DRAW MONEY FROM

GOOD THING I LEFT
NEW YORK. I COULD’VE
MARRIED THAT DAME,
BUT SHE WAS TOO OLD.
EVEN FOR MET



Posing as a wealthy newyork publisher,
HE TRAVELED TO GEORGIA. ..AND THERE,BECAUSE
HIS FUNDS WERE LOW, HE MARRIED A YOUNG GIRL
FROM ONE OF THE SOUTH'S RICHEST CLANS.

HEH? ABNER DIDN'T PAT HIMSELF ON THE BACK
FOR LONG. HIS WIFE WAS BEAUTIFUL ... BUT
NEITHER SHE NOR HER FAMILY HAD A DIME.'

BROKE V. BROKE?/\ BUT, DARLING, WITH ALL



HEH.HEH' THAT WAS A SAD \
DAY FOR ABNER, BUT THINGS '

SOON QUIETED DOWN. CLAUDIA'S

FATHER AND AUNT NEVER SO /
MUCH AS BREATHED ANOTHER \

SOUTHERN-FRIED WORD ABOUT V

THE INCIDENT. INSTEAD, THEIR \

LIVES SEEMED TO BE CONCERNED
MOSTLY WITH THE GRAND AND
GLORIOUS PAST OF
ANCESTORS



Abner was very unsatisfied with his lot.
HE HADN’T MARRIED TO HELP DEFEND THE
JACKSON HONOR.. . HE HAD WED FOR MONEY/
AND HE SOON FOUND AN EASY WAY OF GETTING
IT'

I

And then it was the gay
LIFE FOR ABNER SCANLON...

ioQo
Nightclubs, bars, restaurants
WINE, WOMEN,SONG. . .AND HE
LOVED EVERY PRECIOUS MINUTE'

But soon his money was
GONE, AND IT WAS BACK TO
THE PLANTATION, AND.

.

. . .WHASHA MATTER ?
I WANNA HAVE A GOOD
TIME' NEED MONEY...
THASH ALL' HOCKED
A CRUMMY OL’

VASE.' WHASHA DIF?

OH, THE SHAME Of
IT.' PAWNING AN
HEIRLOOM THAT
WAS HANDED DOWN
FROM GRANDFATHER:

AND CAROUSING
ABOUT THE TOWN'
DRINKING.' YOU, SUH,
HAVE DISGRACED THE
NAME OF JACKSON',





HEH, HEH.HEH ? WELL, AUNT
MARTHA'S FUNERAL WAS A

QUIET AFFAIR. CLAUDIA ANO
HER FATHER SAID NOTHING
ABOUT WHAT HAD CAUSED
AUNT MARTHA'S DEATH TO
SAFEGUARD THE JACKSON
REPUTATION? THEN SOME

DAYS LATER...



Fearing tor her safety, and aware of the
DANGER TO THE JACKSON REPUTATION, CLAUDIA
REMAINED SILENT. AFTER THE BURIAL,ABNER'S
OUTLOOK BRIGHTENED.

/ SHUT UP? IF YOU TELL
ONE WORD ABOUT WHAT
HAPPENED, YOU'LL DIE
TOO? BESIDES... THE S
SCANDAL WOULD RUIN
THE FAMILY’S HONOR? j

TO THE ATTIC?
^THERE’S A LOT OF THINGS

UP THERE THAT I CAN
SELL? HA? HA? AND NO

)
ONE CAN STOP ME ? J

ABNER? WHERE
ARE YOU GOING?

I THINK I’LL SELL THIS WHOLEWONDER WHAT I SHOULD
~

SELL FIRST? THERE’S A LOT
OF ANTIQUES HERE THAT ^
OUGHT TO BRING A GOOD M
PRICE...

AH? LET’S SEE? OH? THERE’S
THE PAINTING OF OLD “SOUR-
PUSS JACKSON"? HIM AND HIS

FANCY SWORD? FMPFF? BET IT

WAS NEVER OUT OF ^
ITS SHEATH?

PLANTATION ? YEAH? WHO CAN
STOP ME? OUGHT TO GET
QUITE A WAD FOR THIS

DUMP? HMMM ...

Alone in her room, claudia suddenly
STIFFENED AS AN AGONIZING SCREAM PIERCED

THE MORBID STILLNESS OF THE HOUSE-

SURE? AFTER I COLLECT
ON THIS PLACE, I’LL GET A

QUICK DIVORCE, AND THEN...

EH? WHAT’S THAT NOISE? ' HEAVENS? THAT
SCREAM CAME FROM

THE ATTIC? .



Quickly, she flashed the light around the
ATTIC UNTIL IT CAME TO REST ON THE FAINTING.
SHE STEPPED BACK, STUNNED... FOR GENERAL
SEBASTIAN CORNELIUS JACKSON SEEMED TO
BE SMILING... AND HIS SWORD WAS GONE.'
THE SCABBARD IN THE PAINTING WAS NOW...
EMPTY '

HEH, HEH? WELL, HUSH MAH MOUTH ' IF THAVS
SOUTHERN HOSPITALITY, I THINK I'LL LIVE IN

CANADA? POOR ABNER (AND HE WAS POOR,
WASN'T HE?) WOULDN'T BELIEVE THAT
SOUTHERNERS REALLY DO DEFEND THEIR
HONOR, BUT HE FINALLY SOT IT INTO HIS
HEAD.' THE OLD GENERAL MADE IT A POINT
TO TEACH HIM ? HEH f HEH ? WELL, I HOPE YOU

ENJOYED MY TALE ?

NOW, IF YOU FEEL
LIKE BEING BORED,
TURN THE PAGE AND
READ A STORY BY
THAT POWDER-PUFF,

THE CRYPT- KEEPER?



f HERE'S A DELIGHTFUL TALE THAT I'M SURE WILL MAKE THE HAIRS ON THE BACK OF TOUR NECK CRAWL?

IT'S A CHILLER- 01 LLEF SPECIFICALLY DESIGNED TO FREEZE THE BLOOD IN YOUR VEINS? FROM MYWLST

COLLECTION OF TERROR-TALES THAT I KEEP HERE IN THE ORYRT, I.. .THE CRYPT-KEEPER.

.

. CHOOSE TH

SPINE-TINGLING YARN I CALL..

Night covers the sleeping city? it shrouds the
DARK STREETS AND DESERTED ALLEYS LIKE A VELVET

BLANKET? HERE AND THERE A MOTH-HOLE OF TWINK-

LING LIGHT MARS THE BLACKNESS? ONE OF THESE

LIGHTS SHINES FROM AWINOOWOFTHE BUILDING

MARKED 'NORTON PHARMACEUTICAL SUPPLY CO.'

INSIDE, TWO MEN FACE EACH OTHER.

NO, CHARLES? I WON'T 'y YOU'RE NOTHING BUT

DO IT? IT'S CRIMINALfJ SPINELESS COWARD,
A HOWARD? YOU'VE GOT

\ NO BACKBONEf s,



CHARLES' YOU CAN CALL ME A

SPINELESS JELLY-FISH..you
CAN CALL ME A COWARD WITH NO
BACK -BONE..you CAN CALL ME
ANYTHING YOU LIKEM WILL NOT

,

LET YOU DILUTE OUR INSULIN

OUTPUT TO MEET THIS ORDER AND
j

THAT'S FINAL f NOW, I'M LATE
FOR MY TRAINf I'LL BE OUT
OF TOWN FOR THE NEXT

FEW OATS.'

HOWARO NORTON, BIOCHEMIST IN CHARGE OF DRUG
PRODUCTION FOR THE NORTON
COMPANY, TURNS FROM HIS





The trial is swift.' the evidence against
HOWARD IS UNDENIABLE.' HE HAD BEEN IN CHARGE!
'HE

1

HAD 'SIGNED' THE PRODUCTION ORDER.' HE MUST
BE GUILTY.' HOWARD REMAINS SILENT THROUGHOUT
THE PROCEEDINGS.. .RESIGNED..

.

I. . AND SO I SAY ror CHARLES WAS RIGHT.' HE
|YOU, LADIES AND r

1

CALLED ME SPINELESS . . . A
GENTLEMEN OF / JELLY- FISH.' WELL, MAYBE I
[THE JURY... t AM f I MUST BE' IF I WEREN’T..

I’D F/OHT THIS. . . THIS __HMKk FRAME- UP.' _«-af



Yes' ten years is a long time' plenty of time for

Yes, THE JUOGE SENTENCES HOWARD

NORTON TO FROM TEN TO TWENTY
years' that's a LONS TINEf
TIME FOR A MAN TO THINK... TO

PUN...TO SNOW BITTEN...

And so. Howard Norton goes to work in the prison





O-O-O-CHf WHAT WAS
COMPOUND I DEVELOPED,

, CHARLES ? IT IS RATHER
V POWERFUL ' /

IT DISSOLVES CALCIUM
AND PHOSPHOROUS /
SALTS? YOU KNOW...

WHAT BONES ARE J nt
l. MADE OF? y ,M

Suddenly, the rigidity leaves

CHARLES' BODY AND HE COLLAPSES

TO THE FLOOR - A MASS OF FLESH ...

W NOW, I AM NOT

\
THE SPINELESS

\

\

back-boneless
\

{ OHE, CHARLES? JWW ARE.' ——I NOW
YOU ARE
A JELLY-
FISH.

CHARLES?

Howard gazes at the mound of

QUIVERING FLESH BEFORE HIM ? HIS

THOUGHTS GO BACK TO THE DAYS

WHEN HE WAS A CHILD, AT THE BEACH-

WHEN HE WOULD ACCIDENTALLY

CRUSH A SLIMY JELLY-FISH UNDER

HIS BARE FOOT? HE SHUDDERS...

CLENCHES HIS FISTS AND-

HEH.HEH? WELL.THAT'3 MY

LITTLE OFFERING FOR YOUR CON-

TEMPLATION, DEAR REAOER? YES,

THERE WERE HO HARD FEEL!NOS
ANYMORE /IN FACT,AFTER
HOWARD HAD REMOVED HIS SHOES
AND SOCKS, CHARLES FELT

QUITESOFT TO

HIM? HOWARD
WASTED NO TIME?

BESIDES, IT WAS
GETTING LATEf
HE HAD TO
STEP ON IT

f

'BYE NOW? SEE
YOU IN MY OWN

IV BOOK, TALES
FROM THECRYPT.

I'LL RETURN YOU

NOW TO MY FELLOW
SHOULUNA TIC,THE
VAULT-KEEPER^

T HE GLASS FALLS TO THE FLOOR AND SHATTERS ?

CHARLES GRASPS THE TABLE FOR SUPPORT? HIS BODY



THIS IS THE STORY OF
THE NIGHT THAT KATHY'S

Kathy stood in the back yard near the wood-pile
AND LOOKED AT THE WORLD THROUGH TEAR-FILLED
EYES' HE HAD HIT HER AGAIN... HER MEAN OLD STEP-
FATHER HAD HIT HER AGAIN... PT I 111

'

•i l T^TT
LOOK AT HER... STANOING THERE,
SNIVELING LIKE A BABY lr i -p ir

Vrr LITTLE BRAT... W I l U



I
Martin spun around at the
[sound OF ETHEL'S VOICE ... T~

WELL, IF YOU MUST
KNOW... IT'S BECAUSE,
SHE LOOKS SO
MUCH LIKE JOHN

,

|

YOUR FIRST
t HUSBAND.' I

A I HEARD YOU
BEATING KATHY?
S I COULDN'T r

[STAND it f J

YOU? EVEN
k THOUGH HE'S

DEAD. YOU'RE

JEALOUS OF
S HIMf j

|0UTSIDE, KATHY DRIED HER EYES WITH A TINY CLENOCG
FIST f THE SOUEAK OF MRS. THAUMATURGE'S ROCKER ORIFT-

|EO ACROSS THE STILL AFTERNOON AIR ?OLD,CROTCHETY
IMRS. THAUMATURGE? KATHY WAS AFRAID OF MRS. THAU-

MATURGE... HER WRINKLED SKIN...HER STRINGY HAIR...

[HER TOOTHLESS GRIN ? THROUGH A CRACK IN THE BOARD

|FENCE, KATHY PEEKED AT THE OLD WOMAN...

SHOULDN'T I BE? YOU
DON'T FOOL ME, ETHEL? I M.
KNOW YOU STILL LOVE M
HIM ? I KNOW YOU NEVER ^
LOVED ME... THAT YOU ONLY m
MARRIED ME FOR SECURITY

f

TAKE IT OUT ON

V KATHY

?

J

'DON'T PEER at me through fences,

I

CHILD ? IF YOU WANT TO GET A VJl

\600D LOOK...COME ON OVER' )//|

Kathy shivered behind the board fence? 'she

MUST BE A WITCH? HOW DID SHE KNOW I WAS WATCH-

ING HER?' SHE WONDERED? SUDDENLY SHE SENSEO HER

STEPFATHER BEHIND HER... HIS HEAVY BREATHING...

HIS FAMILIAR ODOR.

HER STEPFATHER HAD WARNED HER ABOUT MRS.
j

THAUMATURGE? HE'D CALLED HER A WITCH.' ONCE , HE I

,
DADDY ?NO?)I'LL CALL OVER

MRS. THAUMATURGE? SHE'S A

WITCH

f

SHE'LL TAKE YOU_^|
AWAY' SHE'LL BAKE YOU...«!

IN HER OVEN...

YES, DADDY!



Mrs. blackson was a very sick woman' kathy had
LISTENED BEHIND THE DOOR THE DAY THE OOCTOR
HAD WARNED HER MOTHER ... IT

• \I...I UNDERSTAND. ]l

DOCTOR'

After she had carried the heavy logs into the
HOUSE. KATHY RUSHEO UPSTAIRS TO HER MOTHER'S

ROOM' MOTHER WAS THE ONLY ONE WHO LOVED KATHY'

SHE HAD NO OTHER FRIENDS' AND SHE COULD HARDLY

EVEN REMEMBER HER REAL DADDY NOW...^————

•

STAY IN BED, MRS. BLACKSON'

ANY UNDUE EXCITEMENT jmT
ANXIETY ...MIGHT PROVE fKKa
mrr FATAL'

DOCTOR... KATHY? I... I'VE 4
f ...HAD. ..ANOTHER ATTACK ?J

When kathy came back to the house with theKathy's eyes filled with tears' they ran down

HER CHEEKS...WASHING CROOKED WHITE TRAILS

IN THE BLACK SMUDGES' KATHY FLUNG HERSELF ON HER

KNEES AND LAY HER HEAD ON HER MOTHER'S HEAVING

CHEST-

DOCTOR, HER MOTHER WAS DEAD.

I'M SORRY, MARTIN'

THERE WAS NOTHING
r I COULD DOfjfl

OF COURSE.

DOCTOR?

OH. MOMMY' MOMMY?
PLEASE, DON'T OIE... DON'T 1

DIE AND LEAVE ME..: BaW
m PLEASE... y—j.

KATHY...GASP... PLEASE.

HURRY . CALL THE... —
GASP... DOCTOR...

After the funeral, kathy's stepfather seemed
TO TREAT HER EVEN MORE CRUELLY THAN BEFORE ?

SHE WAS ALL ALONE? HER STEPFATHER WOULD GO
OFF TO WORK AND LEAVE HER TO SHIFT FOR HERSELF?

OF COURSE, THERE WERE THINGS TO DO...THE FLOORS-

THE WASHING-DUSTING. ..MOPPING.. CARRYING WOOO...

KATHY?THAT YOU
BY THE WOODPILE?



Kathy and mrs. thaumaturge became very friendly

IN THE NEXT FEW WEEKS? KATHY POURED OUT HER

HEART TO THE OLD WOMAN, AND FELT RELIEVED' SHE

WOULD VISIT MRS. THAUMATURGE EVERY DAY..

At FIRST KATHY WAS AFRAID TO GO' BUT LONELINESS

IS EVEN MORE FRIGHTENING FOR AN EIGHT YEAR OLD'

SO.
EAT IT, CHILD' IT'S GOOD?
MAOE IT MYSELF' SIT M

[
DOWN- WE’LL TALK? M SOHETHIHS, OHXLOt SOME-

,
THING SPECIAL .' A -
SUPPPISE... FOR YOU.' J

I TOLD YOU TO
STAY AWAY FROM
THAT OLD CRONE,
DIDN'T I? SHE'S

,

BAD' she's a

witch' 4m(l...I FORGOT,

DADDYfl WAS
"WATCHING MRS.
THAUMATURGE...

COOKING...

Old MRS. THAUMATURGE THRUST HER GNARLED ARM

OVER THE BOARD FENCE.YARO FOR THE WOOD-f A DOLL.DADDY SAYS I

MUSTN'T GO NEAR
YOU ANYMORE?

DADDY SAID HE'LL

WHIP ME IF I DO'

KATHY,

CHILD? I'VE BEEN WAITING

FOR YOU? I HAVE YOUR h,

SURPRISE FINISHED?

WELL, HERE'S YOUR
SURPRISE, ANYWAY?



Kathy had never had a doll'she Kathy giggled as she stuoied A smile spread across old MRS.
THAUMATURGE'S WRINKLED MCE AS
SHE WATCHED KATHY DANCE HAPPILY
ACROSS THE YARD AND INTO THE
HOUSE WITH HER PRIZE...

IT... DOES...

DOESN'T IT!

A LITTLE..
LOOKS... A LITTLE
UYX...MX FATHER!,
TEE-HEE... Jfl

' NEVER EAT

W.NEVER.'
I'LL LOVE IT,

TALWAYS'
T

That afternoon, kathy played with her doll.' she Kathy hid the doll.ano went downstairs? her
STEPFATHER WAS FURIOUS ( HE RAVED AND RANTED...
WHIPPED HER... AND THEN,

LOST TRACK OF THE TIME ' SUDDENLY. SHE HEARD THE

DOOR OPEN DOWNSTAIRS... BUT, DADDY... I'M

-r HUN6RY.' -r00 TO YOUR ROOM? YOU'lDADDY'S HOME.'AND 1 1

DIDN'T FINISH MY
gr CHORES'

Suddenly the night air was shattered by anKathy went to her room.' the gnawing pains of
HUNGER CLAWED AT HER LITTLE STOMACHf SHE HEARD
HER FATHER GO OUT INTO THE WOODSHED' SHE HEARD
THE SINGING OF THE BIG ROUND SAW AS IT SPUN...

FASTER.. FASTER t IT WAS SAFE .' DADDY WAS CUTTING
WOOD' SHE GOT OUT THE CANDY DOLL...CARESSED IT

EAR-SPLITTING SCREAM.

/jUST ONE LITTLE BITE... *

JUST A LITTLE ONE?ITWONTV SPOIL YOU... I 'W'mfi'



The hand., .the left hand of the

DOLL. . .THE SAME HAND AS THE ONE
HE HAD ACCIDENTLY AMPUTATED. .

.

WAS M/SS/NS... T 1

MOUTH, AND SWIFTLY BIT ITS HEAD
OFF? IT WAS TASTY CARAMEL? SHE
STARED AT HER FATHER .. WIDE-

EYED... WHILE SHE CHEWED...
NO? IT'S

)MINE? IT'S
' NOT EVIL?
IT'S ONLY
CANDY...

[see? j

s/ve it to Me/
GIVE IT TO ME, i

QUICKLY/ IT'S

ev/L.^m

NO, DADDY?
NO? IT'S

-CANDY...
SEE... IT- S ONLY
CANDY? DADDY...

to DADDY. . . A

Mrs. THAUMAT-
URGE SMILED AS

SHE GAZED AT

THE HEADLESS
CANDY DOLL IN

KATHY'S HAND.. .

FINISH FOR A STORY, EH, DEAR
READER ? IT CERTAINLY WAS A
MOUTHFUL TO SWALLOW. .

.

FOR CATHY, THAT IS? OH, BY THE

WAY? IF YOU'RE WONDERING
WHAT HAPPeNFD
TO
HER LOVIN' STEP-

J FATHER D/eO, RE5?|

7h®^JLeASY' OLD MRS. I

/ V®T>?»THAUMAturGE 4
k I vQfaa\adoptfd her?

|

111i\\Sm7 RIGHT NOW, SHE'S

lKl%V»W GIVING KATHYMtl\ M FLY/NS LESSONSA
A bnoom/mo

ASSISI NOW, I'LL TURN YOuj

OVER TO THAT Jj

•^ZSSM'-'n OTHER BROOM-
pilot 7NSOU WITCH!

ROOM? SHE WENT DOWNSTAIRS, ACROSS THE BACK YARD,

AND UP MRS. THAUMATURGE'S PORCH STEPS? AS SHE
OPENED THE DOOR, SHE GULPED DOWN THE LAST OF THE

CARAMEL HEAD...



'HEE.HEE SO THAT NURSERY TALE THE VAULT-KEEPER JUST TOLD YOU WAS SUPPOSED TO BE A HORROR
STORY. EH? HNMMPH.' I’M SURE YOU WERE ALL BORED TO DEATH.' NOW IF YOU REALLY WANT A GOOD <
HORROR TALE... NOT A CHILDRENS FAIRY TALE... COME IN .' COME INTO THE HAUNT OFFEAR.' I AM
THE OLD W/TOH.' MY CAULDRON IS FILLED TO THE BRIM WITH AN EVIL BREW' ITS CONTENTS ARE BUB- *
BLINO AND STEAMING ’ SO SIT DOWN ON THAT BED OF NAILS OVER THERE AND I'LL DISH OUT A V
POINTED TALE... A TALE I CALL...

My story beqins' JUST outside a small mid-west-
ern TOWN r IT IS NIGHT f THE MOON HANGS LOW IN THE
SPRING SKY f ITS REFLECTION SHIMMERS ON THE
WATERS OF A PLACID LAKE .'UNDER A GNARLED OAK
TREE, A WOMAN STANDS SOBBING QUIETLY, GAZING
OUT OVER THE STILL WATER...



v Lillian was young when she married

]
WALDO AN3LEY/ PROBABLY TOO YOUNG.'

f
NINETEEN/ WALDO WAS THIRTY- THREE AT

\
THE TIME/ LILLIAN WAS INFATUATED WITH

TkLT WAS SIXTEEN YEARS AGO

/

LILLIAN AND WALDO WERE VERY
HAPPY AFTER THE WEDDING/THE
FIRST SIX MONTHS. . THAT IS/

THEN...

It was the thiro time in a month that
WALOO HAD DONE THIS / LILLIAN WAS OIS-

BUSTED.* WALDO'S AGE WAS SHOWING. ff
TIRED/ YOU'RE ALWAYS TIRED

f

TyOU'RE

WELL I'm TOUMOfl WANT TO / RIGHT,

HAVE FUN. . . ENJOY MYSELF / LILLIAN/

Lillian went / she went to the dance alone / but she
WASN'T ALONE LONG/ SOON SHE WAS DANCING WITH YOUNG.



/boOR LILLIAN.' WITH WALDO HELPLESS. AMD MOSER
I BECKON Ikfl, SHE WAS IN AN AWFUL QUANDRY? WHAT TO

They were had about each other. . .those two?
AND SO, LILLIAN MADE UP HER MIND TO TELL
WALDO THE WHOLE STORY? BUT BEFORE SHE
COULD SET UP ENOUGH COURAGE, WALDO BECAME
SERIOUSLY ILL

IT'S A CRIPPLING FORM OF POL/Cft
LILUAN? WHEN IT ATTACKS A MAN J
WALDO'S AGE, IT MEANS ONLY
ONE THING. . PARALYSISf



The next night they were there, under the i

GNARLED OAK TREE BY THE LAKE, IN EACH OTHER'S

^^f^/uH, ROGER... 'Wi- FIVE YEARS... J
ROGER... FIVE LONG YEARS...

^NO, ROGER .'

I

CAN'T ' HE •

NEEDS ME •

BUT, PLEASE...

DON'T TALK'

[MAKE UP FOR

THOSE FIVE

LON

6

YEARS'
, KISS HE... 1

”li llian ...

DARLING'
THEN, YOU

\STILL WON'T. |love' BUT SOON.
ALMOST OVER...

f

And then he was gone... and lillian was alone
ONCE MORE... ALONE WITH WALDO... WITH NOTHING TO

LOOK FORWARD TO,..NOTHING FOR FIVE.LONG YEARS...,

PLEASE... JUST ONE MORE
KISS' IT HAS TO LAST

L SO LONG... ,

nloOK AT ME' NURSING AN
INVALID HUSBAND... AT -

TWENTY-FIVE- y*//



I/THIEK

T HE YEARS DRAGGED ON ' ONE...TWO

—THREE ...FOUR...FIVE YEARS WENT
BY' AND THEN, ONCE MORE, LILLIAN
AND ROGER WERE TOGETHER...

^""""dARLINgT^ ^^^ILLIAnT*''^*'

A FEW ECSTATIC HOURS OF HAPPI-
NESS, AND THEN... .. —
— SO SOON...
r l'VE...GOTTO SO SOON...

BE GOING, LILLIAN'

LIKE ALWAYS'

~

BUT LETS NOT
TALK, OARLINGf

LILLIAN' YOU'RE -

THIRTYf YOU'RE «j
GETTING ON... WE'RE
BOTH GETTI NG ON
IN YEARS' I...

ALL RIGHT, LILLIAN f VVPROMISE HE, ROGER
I'LL COME BACK AGAIN...

J
PROMISEHE YOU'LL

ST IN FIVE YEARS... COME f YOU'RE ALL I...

^ K LIVE FOR.'

Tr WAS OVER 'ROGER WENT AWAY AGAIN' ANOONC?
MORE THE YEARS BEGAN TO CRAWL BY f ONE...T WO...

BUT THEN-/* >-*
**/lS HE T HIS HEART MUSCLES ARE

VERY BAD, DOCTOR? ) GOING f HE'S... DYING, LILLIAN



{Lillian waited a reasonable amount
\ AFTER WALDO'S DEATH.



Lillian's puny fists bend against Roger's TAT-
TERED CHEST AS HE DRAWS HER TO HIM...-.

Confused... bewildered...the corpse of roger kane
, TRIES TO COMFORT THE HYSTERICAL SCREAMING WOMAN..

DON'T YOU... LOVE ME
ANYMORE, LILLIAN?

^Suddenly, the screaming stops' lillian sobs
f QUIETLY, STARING AT THE DECOMPOSED FACE SO

L THAT'S BETTER' ISN'T IT?

Poor lillian' she recognizes roger, now' she
SEES HIM CLEARLY... NOT THE UGLY, ROTTING HULK 4

1 BEFORE HER- BUT AS HE WAS... LONG AGO...
ROGER'.

The shock has been too much
FOR LILLIAN' SHE HAS GONE COM-
PLETELY OUT OF HER MIND'SHE IS

STARK RAVING MAD>_^^^--^
^H, ROGER DEAREST' ' I

,
WE'RE TOGETHER,NOW ...

^

’ FOR ALWAYS? KISS ME... J ^

THE NIGHT DRAGS ON, AND DAYT>
DAWNS OVER THE LAKEf UNDER
THE OLD GNARLED OAK ARE TWO
BODIES ...ONE, A SMILING LADY,
RECENTLYDECEASED...THE OTHER,
A PUTRID, DECAYED, GRINNING
GENTLEMAN, LONG DEAD... MM

HEE.HEEf I HOPE YOU ENJOYED THIS

EMBRACING YARN 'DEAR ROGER
CERTAINLY KEPT HIS PROMISE,DIDN'T!
HE? HE CAME BACK IN FIVE YEARS

j

AS HE SAID HE WOULD, EVEN IF HE I

HAD TO DIG HIMSELF UP OUT OF A /
GRAVE TO DO IT' ANO LILLIAN? V

WELL, LILLIAN WAS CRAZY TO SEE '

HIM, WASN'T SHE? ’BYE NOW'SEE
YOU IN MY OWN BOOK ...

' THE (

HAUNT OF FEARf

, WHAT DO YOU THINK OF THE
(STORIES IN THIS BOOK? SENI
VYOUR COMMENTS TO-

\ THE VAULT OF HORROR

WEST PLAINS I





DRIVE THE STAKE THROUGH
^ HIS VAMPIRE HEART.^^

ITHE VAULT-KEEPER

|THE CRYPT-KEEPER
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MEM, HEM, HEM t WELL, GATHER 'ROUND, KIDOIES, FOR ANOTHER
GRUESOME TALE FROM MT PRIVATE COLLECTION HERE IN THE VAULT
OF HORROR/ THIS ONE STEMS FROM THE EXCITING LIFE UNDER THE
BIG TOP TES.THE CIRCUS/ FROM ITS PULSATING BEGINNING TO THE
FINAL SHOCK/NO CLIMAX. I KNOW YOU'LL FIENDISHLY ENJOY THE

STORY I CALL ...9IUKT J. b«UL . . .

MOOTFMBg

LADIES AMD OEMTLEMEN. WE MOW PRESENT
THE OREATEST LIVIMS WILD ANIMAL TRAINER
IN THE WORLD/ HER SENSATIONAL FEATS OF
DARINO MAKE BRAVE MEN TREMBLE.' I S/VE

M. YOU THE ONE AND ONLY.
. \

LYDIA ARMSTRONG!

'jm





Shreds of her flesh and clothing were strewn
ABOUT THE RING BEFORE HER ASSISTANTS FINALLY
SUBDUED THE BLOOD-MAD PANTHER AND CARRIED
LYDIA OUT.

.
|

iw-w 1

They rushed her to the hospital., b

WAS LITTLE THE SURGEONS COULD DO

SHE'S BEEN
TERRIBLY 1

RIPPED AND i

TORN !

... HER FACE? HOW.
HOW HORRIBLE:

... LUCKY if

SHE LIVES'

STOP? DON'T you
DARE TAKE A <
PICTURE OF ME ' J
60 AWAY' 4
LEAVE HE [/%
ALONE' M 1

I OUCH?
OKAY, MISS
ARMSTRONG'
h OKAY?

HEH'HEH' WELL, LYDIA LIVED '
)

THEY HAD PATCHED HER BODY/
UP TILL IT WAS GOOD AS NEW--
BUT THERE WAS NOTHING THEY

COULD DO TO FIX HER FACE ' SHE

WORE A BLACK VEIL TO HIDE THE,

HIDEOUS SIGHT. AND SHE
BROODED OCEPLY f )

"
. HEHf HEHf

NO ONE'S EVER SEEN HER
FACE ? POOR THING f SHE'S^
SO WEALTHY../ "T'V
AND YET SO 13 THAT 90

LONELY f J fctejc-j-. Cl

’l THINK SHE'S
’

CRACKED UP'
HAVE YOU SEEN

• THE KINO OF <

BOOKS SHE'S
COLLECTING 1

YES... THE WORLD F0R6ETS
SO SOON' IT MUST BE AWFUI
TO BE IN HER POSITION. . I

FEEL SO SORRY FOR HER '

Behind locked doors, lydia pored over stacks
OF ANCIENT BOOKS WRITTEN IN A STRANGE LAN-
OUAQE ABOUT WITCHCRAFT
...IT MUST BE IN ONE
OF THESE BOOKS' IT

MUST BE f 1 HOPE —
I'M TRANSLATING M
.CORRECTLY ' _ ^





HeKHEH' YES. LYDIA VERY QUICKLY FELL IN LOVE
WTTH STEVE f THE MONTHS PASSED

BUT STEVE f HO* CAN CANT YOU UNDERSTAND?
I don’t CARE WHAT
YOU LOOK LIKE? I LOVE
YOU FOR WHAT YOU ABB

'
HE'S BEEN WONDERFUL / ~\

HE'S GIVEN ME AN ENTIRELY ^
NEW FUTURE TO LOOK FORWARD
~

1 TO r, —
YOU EXPECT ME TO
BELIEVE YOU LOVE
ME? YOU’VE NEVER
SEEN my FACE'J

This was a surprise.'steve
NEVER EXPECTED THIS TO HAPPEN
BUT HE READIED HIMSELFf WITH
TREMBLING KANOS LYDIA TOOK THE
VEIL FROM HER FACE i » -

GOOD f X HOPE YOU'VE BEEN
HONEST WITH ME ... AS WELL
as YOURSELF . BECAUSE \
I'M SO/HS TO BEHOVE A
M MY VEIL.'

IF YOU MEAN THAT, STEVE,
THEN YOU WON'T MIND PROVING
IT TO ME, WILL YOU?J ^

. f EH? OH.
\l Uf COURSE

1 not 1

WHATtr*

They stared at one another for long, agonizing
MINUTES f OROPLETS OF SWEAT FORMED ON HIS BROW
AS STEVE STRAINED TO KEEP HIS COUNTENANCE PAS-
SIVE.' THEN SUDDENLY LYOIA FLUNG HERSELF INTO
HIS ARMS, SOBBING HYSTERICALLY FOR JOY <

Every fibre ano muscle in steve’s booyshuo-
OEREO AT THE TWISTED, GHASTLY SI6HT THAT HA0
BEEN BARED TO HIS EYES.. ANO ONLY HIS IRON WIL
KEPT HIM FROM FAINTING. . I

OH, STEVE f STEVE, MY DARLING:



In LYDIA'S EYES, STEVE HAD PROVEN MS LOVE FOR
HER, AND SHE WAS VERY HAPPY. THEN ONE NISHT
SHE FINALLY FOUND WHAT SHE HAD BEEN SCARCH-
INB FOR IN HER MANY BOOKS.,

f
'

' '

ThROUBH LONB WEARY HOURS SHE READ AND TRANS-
LATED THE WEIRD CRYPTIC PASSA6ES. AND WHEN

FINALLY FINISHED .

HERE ITtsf BUT .NOW THAT
I KNOW STEVE LOVES ME, IT

DOESN'T SEEM SO IMPORTANT *

IS ANYTHING
WRONG. DEAR
YOU SEEM SO
THOU6HTFUL
AND OUIET rg
LATELY * JM

'
IT'S NOTHING, LYDIA ' I I’VE

JUST BEEN THINKING ABOUT MY
FUTURE 1 I'VE BEEN WANTING *

TO SET MYSELF UP IN BUSINESS,
*>=3 BUT . WELL... u n

LYDIA THRUST THE BOOKS ASIDE AND FORGOT ^
ABOUT THEM* SHE AND STEVE WERE TOGETHER
ALWAYS... BUT ONE DAY, SEVERAL MONTHS LATER,
SHE NOTICED A CHANGE IN STEVE ? AND IT ^

, WORRIED HER* r
. j .

OH...A LOT f I DON'T

KNOW EXACTLY*^
-V WHY? J

r
I HAVE PLENTY OF

MONEY* WHY NOT LET
' ME START YOU IN ^
BUSINESS * YOU CAN

]
PAY ME BACK LATER

*

J

YOU SEE, DARLING... 1 WANT TO EAI

ENOUGH MONEY SO YOU WON'T FEEL
THAT YOU ARE SUPPORTING HE

f

<

I WANT YOU TO BE PROUO OF BE-.
ONLY IT TAKES MONEY TO GET *

1 STARTEO*J

'l KNOW, >

STEVE * HOW
* MUCH WILL \
YOU NEED? J



SHE READ THE LETTER/ CRUEL. VILE
SHE ALWAYS FEARED HEARIN8 ABOUT HER

SFRANO AT HER FROM ALMOST EVERY LINE.

I’LL FIX HIM/ I'LL SHOW
HIM 1ANf HERE'S THAT

Following directions, she filled a huge
CAULDRON WITH WEIRD LIQUIOS, AND HEATED IT



PHOTOGRAPHS

WHY' THEY'RE BLANK' and
THE CAULDRON HAS CEASED ^
{n t ° boil'

Breathlessly she yanked the coverins from
HER FACE' A STARTLED GASP ESCAPED FROM HER

DIO IT WORK ? I MUST SEE'A MIRROR' OH. I'M

SO NERVOUS I CAN HARDLY TAKE OFF NY VEIL'
r IT WORMED.' OH.
I'M BEAUTIFUL ASA/N
THANK HEAVENS .' OH,

\
THANK HEAVENS'

HEH.HEH' I BET STEVE’S NEW OIRL FRIEND WAS \
SURPRISED f BUT IN A WAY HE WAS A BIT TWO-
FACED. WASN'T HE? YOU MIOHT THINK THAT LYDIA

ACTED A LITTLE CATTY ABOUT THE WHOLE AFFAIR,

BUT AFTER ALL, SHE'D LIVED WITH CATS FOR ^
YEARS' WHEN SHE SOT HER BEAUTY BACK. SHE

]

WAS PRETTY AS A PICTURE' i

VAULT
RUSS COCHRAN

POB4SS
WIST PUUNS MO IS77*

...AND READ
THE VAULT KEEPER'S
CORNER IN THIS ISSUE
HEHf ’BYE FOR NOW ?

Fervently whispering a black
INCANTATION, SHE WAITED A
SPECIFIC LEN6TH OF TIME...

ST£V£!\

JWR FACE



As THE LAST RAYS OF THE SETTING SUN RETREAT
BEFORE THE ADVANCING ARMY OF NIGHT , MY STORY
BEGINS.' DOWN IN THE DISMAL STALE-SMELLING
BLACKNESS OF A CELLAR, LIES A ROTTING, COB -

WEBBED COFFIN' SUDDENLY ITS RUSTED HINGES
SCREAM IN PROTEST AS THE LID RAISES' A HOLLOW-
CHEEKEO. WHITE-SKINNED MAN SITS UP...



Brushing off the bits of soil

THAT CLING TO HIS SHABBY
CLOTHES, THE WEIRD FIGURE
CLIMBS THE RICKETY STAIRS

THAT LEAD FROM HI S SUBTER-
raheam t

-

M ijirj'
mwmm again, i'll lose my

JOB' tme U...U6H'
to KILLING ' *

OF A ONCE PROUD LOFT BUILD-

ING. HE MOVES, DOWN NARROW,
TWISTING STREETS-NOW DESERT!

BY THE FACTORY WORKERS THAT

THRONG THEM DURING THE DAY

COFFIN - TURNS.

LID CAREFULLY

AW*", UNTIL THE
MORNING. WHEN I

.WILL RETURN'
A SHAME. , when ms
WAY IS SO MUCH EASIER!

AH' MR. ORINK ? THANK HEAVENS YOU'RE
EARLY ! I HAVE AN APPOINTMENT UP- j
—t TOWN f GOOD EVENING.' ,

^AH? TWO MINUTES TO
. NINE? I'M EARLY

f

CENTRAL CITY|

BLOOD
DONOR
CENTER

GIVE A PINT

TODAY f

SAVE A LIFE
TOMORROW'

OPtN EVERY NIGHT
TILL NINE P.M.?

Mr. DRINK WATCHES AS MR. CROSS STAMPS FROM THE
BANK .REFRIGERATED, KEEP OUT' AND 60ES IN'

ON THE SHELVES ARE ROWS OF BOTTLES _
F ILLED WITH BLOOD- f THE PERFECT JOB Fi

lirniiTl^v * VAMPIRE-'

BLOOD OONOR CENTER AND LOCKS THE DOOR' THEN

HE PICKS UP THE RING OF KEYS, THE CLOCK, AND THE

WHAT A CINCH ' A NIGHT WATCH-
MAN IN A BLOOD BANKf _

f



HEH, HEH f YES. KIDDIES ' IT'S JUST Mr oh ink unlocks the door to
THE OFFICE WHERE THE RECOROS
ARE KEPT AND... «.

THE HECORO'fcM BOOKS' THEY'RE

as you suspected.' uk drink is

A VANP/PE' A LAZY VAMPIRE'
UNTIL THE IDEA OF 6ETTING A JOB
IN A BLOOD BANK OCCURRED TO
MR. ORINK, HE HAD TO GO ABOUT
BETTING HIS BLOOO IN THE USUAL
WAY.. BYK/LL/NS PEOPLE' BUT
^

,

—
-^i TMIS...THIS WAY

/y#/ Vv\. IS MUCH EASIER... I I
AND SO MUCH M

K'jf LESS DISTASTEFUL-

NOW TO CHANSl
THE SECONDS
OF THE BAY’S
DONATIONS'

)

tCfRB

CEAR CLUTCHES AT^ MR. DRINK’S VAMPI RE HEAR T

WHAT'LL I DO ? THEY'LL FIND'oUT \ I III If I

THAT BLOOD IS MISSING IF I DON'T 1 LiV|||l
CHANGE THE RECORDS' THEY'LL
ACCUSE ME... AND I'LL BE

w EXPOSED/
|

Mr DRINK RUSHES FROM THE BLOOO OONOR CENTER.
[CARRYING A SMALL BLACK BAG... ^

The night is filled with the screams of a
0YIN6 MAN, AS THE BLOOD IS DRAINED FROM HIS
BODYf1^— .



The next night, when hr orinr comes to his

JOB AT THE BLOOD DONOR CENTER. THERE IS AN
UHUBUAL MEETINB TAKING PLACE. . .

Airs mbX__
cross...

I BLOOD PLASMA
IS NEEDED
BADLY '

SHE GATHERING ^_k0]tS ANOX-
GENTLEMEN.' I HAVE CALLED THIS

^
MEETING TO ANNOUNCE THAT UNLESS
THB CENTER TARES IN TWICE THE

AMOUNT OF BLOOD ITHAS BEEN TARING
IN,THE HOME OFFICE IS GOING TO CLOSE
US UP. OUR EOUIPMENT WILL BE SENT TO

ANOTHER CENTER WHERE IT WILL BE J
PUT TO BETTER USE/ y ^

WHAT'S GOING ON.

SALLY* IT'S PAST
CLOSING TIME.' V

Mr. drinr listens intently/MIGHT

f

BUT THE AMOUNT '

TAREN IN AT THIS CENTER DOES
NOT JUSTIFY THE EXPENSE OF
REEPING IT OPENf THAT IS THE
PURPOSE OF THIS MEET/N6... TO
DISCUSS WAYS AND MEANS OF
INCHEAS/NS DONATIONS SO WE
CAN remainopen/

MR DRINR IS FNI6HTENED/ IF

THEY CLOSE THE CENTER. HE 'LL

BE OUT OF A JOB. ..

AND I'D HAVE TOGO BACR TO

PERATE PLAN/ A PLAN TO REEP
THE CENTER OPERATING

KILLING.-U8H.

I'LL JUST TARE A LITTLE
FOR MYSELF/ THE REST, I'LL

AND UGH/ HERE COMES SOMEONE NOW/PUT IN THE BLOOD BANR ,

CHANGE THE RECORDS / I MUSTN'T

V LET THEM CLOSE OOWN. ^



HENHE CHANGE S THE RECORDS

-

MBT 5 -EE SEVEN
PINTS...PLUS EIGHT-

PfA IS FIFTEEN ' HMMMM'
Tj-^ THAT'S MOPE THAW

DOUBLE '

The next oat. while hr. drink sleeps sounolt in

HIS COFFIN... \
f ' ^ ( COME IN, SALLY f I'VE JUST
MR. CROSS' I- 1 \ BEEN READING THE PAPERS' I

,

-/ \ ISN’T IT HOPfHBLE• A
WHAT. WHY, THE MURDERS' TWO IN A

ROW' THE BLOOD WAS DBA!NED
FROM THE VICTIMS’ BODIES.'TWi
SAY IT’S THE WORK OF ...SALLYf j
•v- YOU LOOK SIDE/ A

EIGHT PINTS TODAY...PLUS
MY NINE MAKES SEVENTEEN!

f,
WE'RE IMPROVING.' .



ACTUALLY DOUBLED | I'LL CONTACT
'the ARMY?

( FOR MIS PATRIOTIC WORK IN
^ '

I N CREASING HIS CENTER'S BLOOD
INTAKE BY ONE HUNDRED PERCENT,

THE ARMY AUTHORIZES THAT MR.

CHRISTOPHER CROSS BE AWARDED...

THAT'S THE FIFTH MURDER IN A

WEEK.' AND EVERY ONE OF THE
VICTIMS DRAINED OF THEIR

BLOOD' I TELL YOU THERE'S

. A VAMPIRE LOOSE... A

THEIR PREVIOUS
RECORDS? THE
OIRECTOR.THERE,
DESERVES A ^
MEDAL f J

] TWO NIGHTS A00, BEFORE I WENT

) HOME, I CHECKED THE DAY'S

f DONATIONS ? THERE WERE FIVE
1 PINTS' THE NEXT MORNING WHEN
I CHECKED AGAIN, THERE WERE
^ FOURTEEM.” ^ ^

’WELL. CHILD
WHAT IS IT 1

SPEAK UP? f

"MR. CROSS?THERE'S
BEEN AMOFHER
MURDER. AND..

RMO SOjI look SALLY 'THEY
'sent IT TO ME 'A MEDAL..

FOR PATRIOTIC AND UN- y
SELFISH EFFORT IN-

THE VAMPIRE THAT HAS BEEN KILLING
THOSE POOR PEOPLE AND DRAINING
bJHEIR BL000. BRINGS IT MERE/

MR. DRINK IS THEMUMMC'
THIS MORNING I FOLLOWED
IIM ‘HOME

1

? HE-HE LIVES

IN A— GASP... COFFIN

?



iCOME / WE MUST
''

(mi THE POLICE/ POLICE. AND SALLY TELLS MEW
STOAY . -J^anp im the barf •

WENT OF THE ABANDONED LOFT
BUILDING NAS
A COFFIN'
MR DRINK
CLIMBED t

THEN HEtf 1
A VAHPIREf i

THIS MEDAL BCL0N8S TO HIM/ r NELL. LAY IT ON MS
CHEST, MR CROSS/
I'LL PIN ITON A

HIM...

HE DOUBLED THE BLOOD
OONOR CENTER'S RECORD
NOT Z / THE MEDAL IS

RI8HTFULLY H/Sf 1WAIT/

WITH THIS STAKE/

Sally leads the detectives to the restino
PLACE OF MR DRINK

The crack- crack-crack of rock

C* WOOD ECHOES THROUOHTHE
UTTERED CELLAR AS THE DETEC-

TIVE DRIVES THE ROUGHLY HEWN
STAKE THROUSH MR DRINK'S
HEART PINNING THE MEDAL TO
HIS BLOOO- SOAKED CHEST AT THE

SAME TIME..

HEH.HEH/ AND THAT'S MY STORY.

KIDDIES/ MR. ORINK WAS THROUGH
DBINKIN' AFTER THAT/ IN FACT
HE WAS THROUSH. ..AIL THE
WAT/ BUT YOU'RE NOT THROUGH/
FOLLOWING THIS TALE OF MINE,
you WILL FIND THE VAULT-

KEEPERS CORNER

/

reaoit

/

rr will tell you
HOW TO get back
ISSUES OF THIS

MAG AND THE
OTHER EC TITLES.

INCLUDING MINE,

TALES FROM THE
CRYPT! SEE YOU
NEXT IN THE HAUNT



"The Maafc of Horror" In VAULT 7 It wee real scary I've

always wondered why the Crypt-Keeper gets Ms own
•how when you don't That stinks Your stories are way
better I Hie X-MEN books but yar stories are the best
Could you pretty please write beck If you do you'd be
cooler than cool.

I'm so cool, MSMs won’t melt In my mouth. But I can’t
handily writs back.

Remember, you get four complete stories In an 1C
comic, but the X-Men go on forever and ever and
ever... -VK

HI. I am 10 years old I have been a big fan since I was 8.

I've been collecting CRYPT. VAULT wid HAUNT I have all

of them except lor CRYPT Si I never had a chance to get
It.

You mention stories from several back Issues. All

back Issues are available; see the note at the end of
this column. —VK

Stephen Leopold Gardener. NY
Au oontralre, mee amll You can still get • copy of any
of our back Issues of anything. Check the end of this

oolumn for the Info on beck Issue 32-pgera. —VK

My lavortte stones are Werewolf Concertol ", " Fitting
Puntehment "The Grave Wager". 'Escaper and "The
Mask of Horror" Great |ob on VAULT 17 Please print my
address, I love to have penpals I am 12 years old

Dsra Conner 7927 Rambler PL
Cincinnati. OH 46231

Ethnobotanlst? You're Juat making that upl —VK
la Mrs Thaumaturge your twin slater m VAULT 8 "Daddy
Lost His Heed!!"? it certainly looks Hie It.

I coma from England, and m England we don't get the HBO
television series Tales from the Crypf." If you could
please ted me If I could buy the HBO series on video I would
be most grateful. One magazine said that some of the
series are available to buy already, and that CK. OW and VK
are soon to be made into figures, la this true? I hope ao

Surtey. ENGLAND

And you oen oell me—Mr. The Vault Kaepar, Bkl Heh,
hehl das’ kidding!

Aa I will be oalled upon to mention for eternity, I

guess, EC never printed an origin story for me.

You need no special form to subscribe, merely
money! Write the specifies (name, address, what you
went) on any old dsath certificate or scrap of shroud
and send K In. —VK

Dear Vault-Keeper.

I am 10 years old. I think your cornice are so exciting I read
them In the Oark with a flashlight I just got done reeding

Mrs Thaumaturge (look It upl) has one of those
Roman noses—It's roman down towards her chin!
Now, which OhouLunatic does that remind you of?
Hm?

The figure they are Miking of making me Into la: t

.

How do you pronounce it? Aak (j^l

We don’t know the specifics on availability of HBO
"Tales from the Crypt" videos; clue us In, hip-BriU.

-VK

Dear Vault-Keeper.

Did you know that you rule? Those downs The Crypt-
Keeper and The Ok! Witch (have told) how they were born,

but can you ten me how you were bom? You've been



keeping « a secret tor a long time. Isn't It about time you
tea somebody before It's too late?

I like your stories very much, but the Crypt-Keeper keeps
stealing them

Bryan Kortte North Beach, MO

I rule, and the anonymous editor rules the borders)
It's been so long since I "originated," I’m not sura I

remember ft right, myself! —vk
Dear VK.

I think your comics are cool Can you write a comic about
zombies? I have been begging my dad lo taka me to the
comic store to buy more VAULT comics

Adam Zace Downers Grove, IL

No true zombies (as opposed to mere re-animated
corpses—accept no substitutes!) In the Immediate
future, tho CK has some pseudo-voodoo In CRYPT 10

Hey, let's write a brand-new zombis talel I've already
got a title: "Ain’t Got Nothin' Zombi#!”. —VK

Dear Vault-Keeper.

I recently became an EC fan when I got VAULT SO. It was
really good. I loved Graham ingels art In "Dying to Loae
Weight! ' The only story that wasn't quite as scary as the
rest was "The Mask of Horror '.

David Lowery Irving. TX

Those stories are In VAULT 7. The scariest thing
about "Mash” is the pledging of mutual 'want' after a
single evening's acquaintance! Maybe that's how ha
got Into his crummy marriage In the first piacel —VK

Dear VK.

I love Issue #7! My favorite atortee were "Lend Ms a
Hand!" and "Sink-Hole! The pictures were great
(especially the dead guys!)! I kept thinking zombies were
going to Jump at me after I read "Sink-Hole"! I love being
scared!

Adam Townsend, age 10 Wlnteraville. OH
Great, Adaml Glad we left you Jumpy. But. like we
warned above, don't confuse a re-anlmated deed guy
with e real zombis! You might Just Jump the wrong
way) —VK
Dear Vault-Keeper.

Wow! VAULT 17 Is truly a masterpiece Every story was
great, but my favorite was "Sink-Hole". Whan Shirley hit

AkJoua with that frying pan I winced from the blow! In fact
my head at* hurts whenever I look at that story.

VAULT la my favorite comic book now. I can hartfy stand
the wait between issues! Thanks a minion for sharing your
fetid fables with us. Vault-Keeper! Your devoted Ian.

Jim Davis Pullman. WA
“KLANGI"

Dear VK

Just got some beck isaues m the mail and I gotta say
VAULT 6 was the best! "Terror on the Moors!" and
"Baby It s Cold Inside 1 " were by far my favorites I have
ail the 64-page reprints and I ptan on buying aM the
32-pagers also

Your mag la my favorite among the horror comica but I also
like the others Got a drawing hare to hang m your vault'

Keep up the gory work!

Nathan Little Montgomery. AL

Sometimes I hang the art, eometimes I hang the
artist. Thl# time, you ware lucky. For future
reference, what's your collar size? —VK

At*o avallabla Ihia month tro WllftO FANTASVand TWO-F1STEO
TAIKI. Watch lor HAUNT. WEIRD SCIINCC-FANTASY and CRIME

*. Don't forsat CRYPT, W

WEST PLAINS MO #6771

THIS COMIC REPRINTS
VAULT OF HORROR "rtO" («, AUG/SEP 61)

COVER by Johnny Craig
"About Face!" Johnny Craig
"The Reluctant Vampire!" Jack Davis
"Grandma's Ghost!!" JackKamen
' Revenge is the NutsT' Graham Ingels



AN OLD friend of our* sat for this moody monstar pie
from the pan (ballpoint?) of Jessica Beebe, BT Louis,
MO. And that’s how I start off this special coming -of-
age edition of THE CRYPT KEEPER’S PAGE Of...

FINE ARTS #21

AN EXTRATERRESTRIAL etching from the spacy
stylus of Sammy Stewart of Fairfield, IL. Or, as
Sammy says:

Here (Is a] drawing of UFO occupants. I am Illustrating a
UFO book. The art of Wally Wood has always been my

Wally Wood didn’t do a tremendous number of EC
horror stories, but I forgive him because his SF was
so good I —CK

’’VAULT-KEEPER RULEStl’’ says Matthew Smith,
Utica, NY, of the cretinous countenance above.
Maybe this Is what the video version of 01' VK would
look Ilka If tha TV guys had decided to do “Tales from
the Vault." Below, what the TV guys would look Ilka
as deliriously depleted by William Pearson, Rutland.
VT! —CK ‘HUOGE’ THANKS to Arton, Groton, NY for this thlnfc-

plece, a guy who’s head was too big tor the panel I

Are you sure you didn’t swipe this from the cover of
tha October 196S issue of DC’s MYSTERY ADJACENT
TO SPACE? —CK

Send your contrlbs (not returnable, not too longTnot
too big, legible doublespaced teat S/or bold black
art. Warning...we editl) to:

THE CRYPT-KEEPER’S
PAGE OF FINE ARTS

RUSS COCHRAN
POB 489

WEST PLAINS MO 88775





Out Of HEN GAYIY OECONATEO
ROOM... DOWN THE L0N6 ELABOR-
ATELY FURNISHED CORRIDOR ... INTO
HER GRANDMOTHERS BED ROOM,
THE TERRIFIED LITTLE 6IRL
RUSHED... A

PEGGY . DEAR..
SPAHOMA'Aw HELP...me'

ttr puls... on

THEY MUST BE THERE 1

7Htr..Mt/sr Kf •

LOOK FOP THEM. T

tar gasp. Ml

Peggy scurrieo about her grandmother's room.
TRYING TO KEEP HERSELF FROM CRYING, AS SHE
SEARCHED FOR THE LITTLE AMBER- COLORED 01ASS
BOTTLE WITH THE YELLOW CAPSULES... y

1 ">
I... I CAN'T FINOIT, GRANNY!
I CART ' I’LL 60 GET

to UNCLE LAWRENCE. A
DON'T LEAVE ME,

GRANNY ' DON'T LEAVE

ME WITH UNCLE
LAWRENCE AND M
AUNT HELEN? r»

t
take me m/th M

| X...X CAN'T CHILD? I DON'T want
[WTO GO- BUT I MUST... GASP.

SIGH.. JLMH IlfUD
[PeOOY TURNEO FROM HER GRANDMOTHER'S CHALK-
WHITE FACE AND TIP-TOED FROM THE ROOM?'ORANO-
MA IS ASLEEP,' SHE THOUGHT? SHE LOOKED INTO
HER AUNT AND UNCLE'S ROOM AS SHE PASSED' IT

I ST 000 ON THE DRESSER AMONG HER AUNT'S PER’UME
BOTTLES 1L>

—
,TME BOTTLE 0TPfLLSf
kOPAHOMAi PILLSf



NO SOUND CAME FROM THE WAXEN FACE OF THE OLD

WOMAN 1 SHE WAS-H FACT... VERYDEAD

f

PE88Y

DIDN’T KNOW f SHE WAS TOO Y0UN6 TO UNDERSTAND'
SHE COULDN’T UNDERSTAND WHY THEY PUT ORANNY
IN A BLACK BOX. EITHER.. .OR WHY THEY BURIED HER
DEEP IN THE SOFT EARTH OF THE CEMETERY' AND,

MOST OF ALL - SHE COULDtfT UNDERSTAND WHY HER

QRANDMA'S PILL BOTTLE HAPPENED TO BE IN HER J
‘ AUNT AND ROOM JBRHH

PE88Y CLUTCHED THE PILLS IN HER TINY FIST AS SHE

RAN BACK TO HER 6RANDM0THER* ROOM' SHE SHOOK

*tR «o^l
ŵake yy^m

WAKE UP * I FOUND THE PILLS ' )
AUNT HELEN HAD THEM . .

IN HEN
ROOM' WAKE UP ' CAN T YOU^^B^^

J HEAP ME »

After t« funeral, peoby’* aunt anq uncle

DRANK A TOAST. ""

LARRY' THE OLD SAL’S OOUOH

to WILL BE OURS SOON. ^
But AUNT HELEN AND UNCLE LARRY WERE IN FOR A
SHOCK.

j55^N D so i t
MABELBRITT.LEAVE MY

ENTIRE FORTUNE TO MY 8RANDDAU0HTER. PE88Y

f
BRITT.. TO BE TURNED OVER TO HER WHEN SHE j

SHE REACHES TWENTY YEARS

AS SOON AS THE
WILL IS READ' .

PE88Y MISSED HER 6RAN0MA VERY ^EXACTLY' WHEReJ SHE'S WITH

MUCH' SHE L0N8E0 FOR AFFECTION' IS SHE ?
j^THAT CURSED

HER AUNT HELEN ANO UNCLE IARRY GARDENER

DIDN’T GIVE IT TO HER' THEY B ^^B^ AGAIN

SEEMED TO PESENT HER „ m*

IT’LL BE EASY ' WITH THE
BRAT OUT OF THE WAY,

f
THE FORTUNE WILL BE J

fe-7 OUPSf





BULBING AS HE 6RITTED HIS TEETH
AND MOVEO UP BEHIND PEGQr . w

fAJSTONE LITTLE
Ishove fjust one'Mm

SPLIT SECOND TOO LATE fHE PUSHED
FORWARD OUT OVEN THE EDGE OP
THE CLIPP AND HURLED DOWNWARD
TOWARD THE JABBED ROCKS ..FOUR

-

HUNDRED FEET BELOW... '-y J

THAT BECKONEt

OK0NANNT'
YOU CAME ON

H OUR PICNICj^

L ro°

'
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BUT, IN HER BLACK MOURNING CLOTHES. PEGGyV
AUNT HELEN UNDERSTOOD ONLY ONE THINB...

AND THEN GRANDMA CALLED ME'SHE
REACHED OUT HER HAND AND I WENT
TO HER f AND UNCLE LARRY SCREAMEO
—T AS HE FELL'

I
Aunt HELEN SNATCHED PEGGY'S ARM ANO PULLED HER]
ROUGHLY TO THE CELLAR' HER PLAN WAS SIMPLE 'THE
FURNACE WOULD. ..LEAVE NO TRACE' SHE SHOVED THE J

X...X WENT TO
SEE ALEX'

AUNT HELEN '

WHAT ARE YOU M
GOING TO DO \

'-r TO MET TS



Suddenly, aunt hclen'b bripon pesgy* mm
RELAXEO* PEGGY TURNED. FOLLOWING HER AUNT'S

TCWWIFIEO MAZ E
. ^ W

Y~8HAMDMA?O^GRANOMA OH, MY 000.' .

( rou'RE JUST !H TIME.'

I Aunt helen swung open the huge furnace door
AND A BLAST OF MEAT SEARED FORTH t THE LEAPING

FLAMES REACHED OUTWARO LIKE CLUTCHING FINQEFS-

ML GO'^^PoON'/tRY TO GET ^fl|

H LET ME GOf^^L/ AWAY, PEGGY' I'M MUCH
to° strong F°R Y0°' b

Aunt helen backed away? the blood oraineo from

HER FACE f HER EYES WERE WIPE IN HOR ROR...

HEH.HEH* WELL,
PEGGY’S HAPPY NOW WITH NICE OLD
ALEX BATES' THEY SPEND MANY

I A PLEASANT EVENING TOGETHER
DISCUSSING UNCLE

. Wi lARRY whose
F£U THROUGH

1 fi ANf A-NT HELEN
« HOSE I in A EnOEO

!: \ UP TOO HOTFOB
YtfVP'ANO no*. Ill

\ TURN YOU OVER
TO MY GUEST

IW

i

r- r. vyf> ghou lunatic

V/ Ifc&gfd THE OLD
I tI WITCH.'

SILENTLY AS HER AUNT’S SHRIEK-

ING DIED IN A CHOKING RATTLE*
SHE LISTENED INTENTLY AND
THEN LEFT THE CELLAR' SHE MADE
HER WAY SLOWLY TO THE OAR -

OENER'S COTTAGE* ALEX USTENEO
TO HER INCREDIBLE STORY V—J

'.AND THEN GRANDMASU SAID SHE WAS GOING AWAY

^^J^FOR 6000 . THAT YOU'D
tPS^Ttake care of me from a

«?\a NOW ON* V'OCM





Inside the moldy stone walls, in one wins of
TNE ASYLUM. WAS THE OFFICE OF LYTHAM BLACKPOOL
...THE DOCTOR IN CHARSE OF CROYDON/ AT HIS
DESK SAT AN UNWELCOME VISITOR

. f

But down in the damp depths ofcroyoon insane 1

ASYLUM. THE PATIENT SCREAMED AGAIN f IT WAS NOT
A NIGHTMARE THE POOR SOUL WAS EXPERIENCING. BUT

OOOO GRIEF, BLACKPOOL/ Y DO NOT BE AL ARMED, ^THAT’S ENOUGH, JEFFERS!
YOU'LL KILL HIM. . AND .

YOU KNOW WHAT BLACK- -

POOL SAIO. . . J

/MR ALDERSHOT/ IT WAS ‘

ONLY ONE OF THE PATIENTS-V

R08A8LY HAVING A NIGHT
mare. .

... THAT
TEAMf

Meanwhile. upstairs, . in lytham bj

MtIs THIsTifFr^ THAT HAS "V/S
BROUGHT ME TO CROYDON, DOCTOR )
BLACKPOOL/ A RELATIVE of one A
OF THE PAtfENTS HERE SENT IT TO
ME/ ITS CONTENTS SHOCKED me/

YES / THEWRITER'S SON IS AN INMATE0F>
CROYDON / HE TOLD HIS MOTHER OF THE INHUMAN *

TREATMENT OF THE PATIENTS OF THIS INSTITUTIOM
SHE WRITES OF WHIPPING STARVATION^UNSANITARY I

I

CONO'TWNS 'V-T^JUSTA unyFNT.' 'VH

I DON'T KNOW WHETHER YOU
BELIEVE IN THESE RADICALLY
NEW IDEAS ABOUT THE TREAT-
MENT OF THE INSANE OR NOT/
I, FOR ONE, AS HEAD OF THIS ^
INSTITUTION, FOLLOW THE A
ACCEPTEtUIETHOD' J

' AN INSANE PERSON IS POSSESSED
OF THE DEVIL OR EVIL SPIRITS ‘

.THAT CONTROL HIS MINO ANO
BODY/ ONLY BY INFLICTING SEVERE
PAIN UPON THE PATIENT CAN WE
DRIVE THESE EVIL DEMONS FROM
HIS SOOY...AND THEREBY CURE

WRONSfYOU'RE
IT'S CRUEL TO DO

|
THAT TO THOSE J
POOR SOULS/ M
INSANITY ISA J
S/CKNESSfn J



[Doctor Blackpool watched as hr. alders hot
STRODE AH6RILr.OLTT.Of HIS OFFICE- , , W-

After mr. Aldershot left, doctor Blackpool
MADE HIS WAY DOWN THE STONE STEPS THAT LED TO
THE DUNGEONS OF CROYOON .' HE MOTIONED TO THE
GUARO TO UNLOCK A DOOR' INSIDE, A YOUNG MAN
LAY PROSTRATE OM THE_STOWE FLOOR . .. SOBBING -

^ X HOPE YOUVE LEARNED YOUR LESSON.
MOULTON' NEXT TIME YOUR DEAR MOTHER

* VISITS YOU... DON'T COMPLAIN TO HE^^
V ABOUT HOW WE TREAT YOU...

) fHfc,
1

YOU HAVEN'T HEARD THE 1
END OF THIS, BLACKPOOL'
I'LL TAKE THIS LETTER <

'to the newspapers...
]

THEY'LL EXPOSE roo A
AND YOUR ...YOUR... A

C INSr/TUTIONf

As DOCTOR BLACKPOOL'S FOOT-
STEPS FAOEO AWAY. .^-

Doctor Blackpool turneoand
LEFT THE OARK CELL.

' YES, ^
DOCTOR.' C'MON, MOULTON'

THE DOC SAYS

'YOU CAN GO ^
BACK TO THE 1

WARO' A

CAN'T
MOVE'l.

Roughly, the guaro pushed ano shoved the pain-

wracked BODY OF THOMAS MOULTON UP THE
STONE STEPS ANO DOWN THE
UNLOCKING THE DOOR, THE



The young man clutcheo at the
6 HEY -HAIRED OLD MAN'S TAT TEWED

GET UP, FORTNEY'
LEAVE HIM ALONE'WHY DO YOU STAY

HERE, MISTER
FORTNEY? YOU
ARE NOT INSANE f

WHY DON’T YOU
MAKE YOUR FAMILY

TAKE YOU OUTf f

JMY MOT>CR
S WROTE TO AN
l?y OLD FRIENO,

WHO WROTE
WTO BLACK-

(

f POOL FOR AN

APPOINTMENT
TO DISCUSS

k THE MATTER*

The huge, oumb-faceo inmate who had been star-
ING BLANKLY AT THE BRUTAL SCENE SUOOENLY MOVED

[DOCTOR BLACKPOOL SWUNG OUT AT THE OLD MAN,

[STRIKING HIM ACROSS

I SAID... LEAYE
HIM ALONE

'

- KEEP AWAY.'
KEEP AWAY,

YOU OVERGROWN.

SIMPDS '

WteuAPDSf "3

MO. OLAF' no.'
I'M NOT HURT...

AT THE DOCTOR WITH A HUGE FIST AND'

STOP, OLAF!

, STOP.'
,

6UAPD3.'

y*AAAAAH '

PUT HIM... PUT
him IN CHAINS' I'LL.-
I'LL DEAL WITH HIM

^ LATEPf



The old maw shook his head.^

'Ho 7 THE DOCTORWOULDN'T do^)
THAT •

IT WOULD MEAN MONEYLA
OUT OF HIS POCKET ' FOR EVERY
INMATE IN CROYDON, THE GOVERN-
MENT GIVES DOCTOR BLACK POOL A

A SUM OF MONEY... I

she’ll have
him /UUED.‘

^eSsiPOOR OLAF?
'DOCTOR BLACKPOOL
WILL PUN/SM gg

HIM ! jgSgttfS,

Meanwhile olaf'was chained to a ring embedded
IN THE FLOOR OF A LARGE DUNGEON ROOM.' THE CHAIN
PERMITTED HIM TO MOVE IN A CIRCLE ABOUT THE f
RING

OF COURSE THEY DO, BUT HE
POCKETS IT' INSTEAD OF
GOOD FOOD. HE FEEDS US
ROTTEN CONDEMNED MEAT'
INSTEAD OF CLEAN BEDS...

CLEAN CLOTHES... HE GIVES

US.. THIS' A

I’LL TEACH YOU TO
IIT ME, YOU APE/

OlAF* SCREAMS OF PAIN COULD BE HEAflD BY THE_

INMATES OF THE WARD.
"

IF HE EVER GETS
HIS HANDS ON
BLACKPOOL NOW,
HE'LL TEAR HIM

‘

r
TO PIECES?

POOR OLAF? HE'S
'BEING WHIPPED'



Doctor Blackwell put the tray of fooo just outside
OF O LAF'B REACH gr\

whats thFmat ter, olaf?
oon't you wart it ? aren't
YOU MUNBRY? HA, HA, HA, MAH. Z?

'YES, KIDDIES? IT WAS JUST THE BEGINNIN6.'

EACH OAYiOOCTOR BLACKPOOL VISITED OLAF.

TO TEASE HIM-. -TAUNT HIMI.. <

''hung r r,"a l a r? r _ l'wa o eTTou
-

LIKE THIS FOOD, WOULDN'T YOU?j/
HERE^.HAVE SOME... JX Jl

|As OLAF REACHED EAGERLY FOR
I THE WATER.. HIS PARCHED LIPS

(
QUIVER I NO .

DEAR '

< WAS CLUMSY OfJL

SuMMER PASSED, AND WINTER
CAME TO CROYDON / COLD . COLD
WINTER? THE INMATES SHIVERED
IN THEIR SCANT RAOS.. ,-~~-

JIIST^POOR^U^
WELL. OLAF? THIRSTY*
HERE’S A PITCHER OF
WATER FOR YOU? >A|X ~HE‘S TOO 'I

CHEAP TO ^
PROVIDE HEAT/

AnO WHILE OLAF FELL TO HIS KNEES TO SIP UP THE
SPILLED WATER FROM THE SMASHED PIT_CHER_^^^

' HE MUST BE PUNISHED? DOCTOR
BLACKPOOL MUST BE PUNISHED
' FOR THIS..

^DR/HR IT. olaf" drink it

LIKE AN ANIMAL. ..THE

ANIMAL YOU ARE/



The door to olafs room was unlocked, and
ANXIOUS HANOS SHOVED DOCTOR BLACKPOOL IN-^.

NO* NO?NOT THAT..LOOK
WHAT WE'VE
BROUGHT YOUf

HURRY* DOWN
gINHERE-*

AND SO I LEAVE THE HAPPY CIRCLE

OF MANIACS AT CROYOOM- ALL OF

. WHOM SEEN TO BE HAVING A ,

I R/RR/NG GOOD TIME... ANO
BRING MY STORY TO ITS INEVI-

TABLE ENOf I HOPE YOU WERE
HAD ABOUT POOR OOCTOR BLACK-

POOL'S PUNISHMENT' EVEN NICE. (

MILD, OLD MR. FORTNEY WENT J

CRAZY OVER IT' \
AND YOU'D BE CRAZY NOT TO
FILL IN YOUR EC COMICS i

3 COLLECTIONS WITH OUR BACK
ISSUES. FOR DETAILS-

READ THE
VAULT-
KEERER'S
CORNER.*

0 'BYE,NOW'

[HE SMILING... LAUGHING-CHATTERING INMATES STOOD AROUND THE LARGE

ROOM IN A CIRCLE AND WATCHED AS OLAF WREAKED HIS VENGEANCE UPON

THE HYSTERICAL DOCTOR? EACH TIME THAT BLACKPOOL SLIPPED FROM
OLAF* S IMMENSE TEARING HANDS, THE EAGER INMATES PUSHEO HIM BACK.

The grim -faced inmates carried the

SHRIEKING OOCTOR DOWN THE 6REY-ST0NE STEPS THAT_

TO THE OUN6EON ROOMS..

THE E>



YOU SAY IT'S A 45-MINUTE BUS TRIP. WITH A TRANSFER. TO THE COMIC BOOK SHOP? YOU SAY
IT'S A HARROWING 30-MINUTE DRIVE ON THE EXPRESSWAY TO THE MALL. AND THEN A
30-MINUTE MERRY-GO-ROUND RIDE TO FIND A PARKING PLACE? YOU SAY YOUR TOWN
DOESN'T EVEN HAVE A COMIC BOOK SHOP OR BOOKSTORE? IS THAT WHAT'S TROUBLING
YOU. BUNKY? WELL, THEN. YOU SHOULD

i SUBSCRIBE! f

DIRECT FROM THE PUBLISHER TO YOU, IN

A HANDSOME. STURDY MANILA ENVELOPE
MAILED FLAT TO YOUR OWN MAILBOXI

RUSS COCHRAN, PUBLISHER
PO BOX 469

WEST PLAINS, MO 65776
417-256-2224

or oall 1-800-EC CRYPT

MAMVUUtO RMIOCMTt MUST *00 IH IALSS T*X



YET MORE EC COMICS!!
FOR APPROXIMATELY A YEAR, GLADSTONE PUBLISHED A LINE OF EC REPRINT COMICS CONSISTING OF THE
TITLES SHOWN BELOW. EACH ISSUE CONTAINED 64 PAGES IN FULL COMIC BOOK COLOR. THE FIRST 32 FROM THE
KEY' TITLE AND THE LAST 32 FROM A SECOND TITLE. IN ADDITION. THERE ARE OCCASIONAL ARTICLES ABOUT
THE MACABRE IN LITERATURE. A THEN-CURRENT LETTER COLUMN AND OTHER READER-WRITTEN FEATURES

RUSS COCHRAN NOW HAS THE ENTIRE BACKSTOCK OF GLADSTONE'S EC REPRINT LINEI EVERY ISSUE IS IN

STOCK AND AVAILABLE FOR IMMEDIATE SHIPMENT COMPLETE YOUR EC COLLECTION BY PURCHASING THESE
COMICS!

CONTENTS OF GLADSTONE EC COMICS
QUID CRYPT

CRYPT 33 119621

CRIME 17 (19531

GLAD VAULT
•1 VAULT 34 (1963)

HAUNT 1 (1960)

OLAO WtIRO SCIENCE
01 W SCI 22 11963)

W FAN 1 (I960)

*2: CRYPT 36 (1963)

CRIME 18(1961)

*2 VAULT 27 (1952)

HAUNT 18(1963)

02 W SCI 16 (1963)

W FAN 17 (I960)

*3 CRYPT 39 (19531

CfflME 1 (1960)

(3: HAUNT 22 (1963)

VAULT 13(1960)

03: W SCI 9(1961)
W FAN 14 11950)

•4 CRYPT 18 (1960)

CRME 18(1963)

04: VAULT 23 (1952)

HAUNT 13 (1952)

04: W S-F 27 (1956)

W FAN 11 (1962)

#5 CRYPT 45(1964)
CRIME 5(1951)

05: VAULT 19 (1951)

W FAN 8(1961)

GLAD HAUNT
01. HAUNT 17 (1952)

W S-F 28 (1966)

08: CRYPT 42 (1964)

CRIME 27 (19561

06 VAULT 32 (1953)

W FAN 6(1961)

02 HAUNT 6(1960)
W SF 29 (19561

WHEN ORDERING. PLEASE IDENTIFY AS GLAD TITLE ISSUE #: FOR EXAMPLE GLAD CRYPT
#1 •’ GLAD CRYPT #1 IS $5; GLAD CRYPT #4, GLAD WEIRD #1 AND #4 ARE $4 EACH; ALL
OTHER ISSUES ARE S3 EACH. INCLUDE $5 PER ORDER FOR S&H ($10 OUTSIDE US).

US FUNDS ONLY PRICES SUBJECT TO CHANCE WITHOUT NOTICE
MISSOURI RESIDENTS MUST ADO 6.226% SALES TAX MARYLAND RESIDENTS MUST ADD 5% SALES TAX
GEMSTONE PUBLISHING 417-256-2224 POB 469 WEST PLAINS, MO 65775
OR TO ORDER CALL 1-600-EC CRYPT AND ASK FOR THE ORDER DESK USE THIS NUMBER FOR ORDERS ONLYI



COLLECT THEM ALL!
WE KNOW HOW EASY IT IS TO LOSE ONE OF YOUR BACK ISSUES, SO WE'VE
PACKAGED THESE NEW SQUAREBOUND "ANNUALS" JUST FOR YOU! EACH
OF THE FOLLOWING CONTAINS THE FIRST FIVE ISSUES—COMPLETE WITH
COVERS—OF EACH TITLE. SUPPLIES ARE LIMITED SO ORDER NOW!

SMKBttiBEy

AVAILABLE 10/4/94 PRINTED IN U.S.A.


